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Is range, cee tr r 
T0 <4 


And obſtinately wretehar 5 
That one ſo gays: v beau and 


Or God Uke Vins h e e 

EY os hrs whey any od 1. 5 

Then for , eee bu Abſence; © 
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Hos wt 
But not by Abſuces : eee * r 
With greedy-:Eygs,: nguiſh /o er Beauties, | i \ 8 
She from his and? rows de defiring Hm . 1 
With aka 1 5 + 

This is Aneatigs Hrrors nous 1-7 - | #2 ol 
Why did-the-Queenpwho — Mankind; 2B 
Why did iſne give het Perſm and her The 
Das ſne Joath'd f #* 2 He. 


9 


| UW. rubra end Hierori rs. 
8 5 Lyc. Perhaps ſhe thought it juſt 


-Trat be ſhould wear the Crown his D 
N not ꝑlut his ere wie Wente nd 
| onour, . 
"Regard Ty reject N Love ? 

Wk Why when pry - Hh 1 
> | Wh, Gid 44 FT; 8 
| ” — Hippolitus, with equal Youth 
And equal Beauty might have filyd her Arms. 
ec. Hippolitzs, (in diſtant Scyehia 7 3 
. leg ns mc ag; are op 77 Song 4 TT 

: our Queen's Marriage 1 LE! 
1 nd ſure the Queen cou'd wiſh him ſtill unknown: 
ra She loaths, detefts him, flies his. hated. 
And ſhrinkes and trembles at his very Name. 
cc. Wel may ſue hate the Prinde ſhe needs muſt fear; 
He may diſpute the Crown with Phegra's Son. 


nd 


His Courage charms the Men, tus Form the Women ; ;_ 
His very Porte ane War) S el a 
Dye. O] he's all Hero, fy th inglori 
Of lazy Crete; e eee 8 

Jo wield the Sword; and launch the { 

Jo tame the-gen'rous Horſe, hat nobly "wild N 
Neighs on the Hills, and dares the Lr 5 

JQ0o ;oin the ing Courſets to hie Chariot, 15 

Jo make their bborn Necks the Rein obey, N Blue 

Jo turn, to ſtop, or ſtreteh alon be re 

No the Queen's ſick, there's Danger in his Courage. 


PREP Fear him bat “ poor ſilly virtuous Wretch, | oP 

* 15 Affecting Glory and contemning Powe 4 on th 

Warm without Pride, without Ambition bre, 1 
A ſenſeleſs Hero, fit to be a Tool | 


3 To thoſe whoſe Godlike Souls are tarn'd for "TAR | j 


An open honeſt Fool that loves and hates 

And yet more Fool to own it. He hates Flatterers, 
le bates me too; weak Boy, td men e VS 
1 Where he might have a 2 I hate him too, . 
Bit cn e and flatter, fawn, adore; yet hate him. 
2 : Loy che . 
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What! ill uredi 


een, ge 
O charming Wutz 
Can Rily: . a role g's, 
Are you not Yobb'J' of fir ee Crown 2, 0 7 
Was not your royal Father Palla lan, . 
And all his wrercbed Race; by conqu'ring e . 
And do you ſtill aten der fort Peha, 


And ſtill repay fue with Lobe? mr e 
Inn Let ho e delight i diger: 5 
I'm of x ſofter Maud, 75775 $ 7 
Pieres tec my ledig Hart and wounding Sol , 
He. Now'thritethe'rifing Sun has chear d the World, 
Nite the yangw'd bob with de Retfethinent 
Thrice has the Night*brough Eaſe to Man, to Beaſt, , 
Since wretched PB clos d her . ag 
She flies all Reſt, all neceſſary Fo 8 x 5 4 


Reſobæ ta die, not capable to 1 root 8 cha 
Tim. Bue now her Grief hay wrou geren bay, 

The mars Ke b. Pey Fancy Form: voy : 

Are medherent; wile; ber Words disjoint 2 


Sometimes The raves for Mufick, Light an- . my 
b appar yon 2" 1555 n her Pains 7 I 
n with ent g 

And moves and dee e e | 
When med e ſeems” teviv'd. | Like boilin Rage N 
That Fsams and hiſſeg Oer the eracklin vie » 
And bubbles torhe Prim? ev then mo! 
rn” A Tor 

BIN. 90" ls: 1d, now try-your | 
Her els conceal a'; the P bias deres , 
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Is dumb: and ſullen, dll with Fury 1 whos GEAR. i 


She ſpreads, ſhe riſes, growing to the Si 1 * 5 
She n ſhe foatns, "as — * A 3 op 
Burſt from her ttembling Lips, ahd eaſe the tottür d Ma 
But Phedra- comes ye Gods, how pale, hay weak? 

3 Tan, Pcb, be hed, ond Ares, yn 16 A 

'P Virgins; reſt my w h a: 
SE me, ad my d 42215 En wy 3 

© ith tho-faſhing Light, my looſen'd 92 
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„„ Pan e trees. 
ER LE under . r dull Meigs Hppon me, Lycon. 
WEE Ala s ; Fed MT Ret bats Bf auf 
| nk Be erm. Kind een © 
le Jewels zaupd, my Wiatebed 
27 of, org (Head? 
Jung in artful Rings? 
u aH conſpire br 
2. — 0 — Sk b -briA 
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—— Fog: rp — 
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eee mount and ſhake the flowing hea, 777 
5 Courles hound, 

N fot panting up the ſtecpy Hil- aft — 
| 5 BOW 285 along the Is 

kindling Wheels Mg ets 

{The circling Sand ir, 
PIER „ 
N What, eden! | 
* 9 ee. Ah! tay Len, 1 bn 175 
2 274 N M ron Ae ie 1 
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tears — —.— bx nk — to — 6 FE. 
P ES 
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Pazpra and Theboriros, 5 
Who'then wou'd iel from Wrongs your helpleſs or- 
8 han ? 
O! he 1 wander, Pb $ Son might Wander, 
A naked Supphant thro the World for Aid“ 
Then he may cry, invoke His Mother's Name; : 
He may be doom'd to Chains, to Shame, to Haan, 
While 4 a ſhall mount his Throne. 13 
Phed. O Heav'ns! | ; 
Lyc. Ha, Phedta, are you touch'd at this 8 
Phed. Unhappy Wretch! what Name was chat) 


bets Nite propa 1555 ; 
Lyc. And dves his Name e your ju t- 
Then let it raiſe your Fear as well as bh im. 
Think how you wrong'd him, to his Father wron ng'd 


Think how drove him hence a wandring Fils - 
To diſtamt Climes, then think What certain Venge 

His Rage may wreak on your unhappy Orphan: 
For his Sake then renew your drooping Spirits, . 
Feed with new Oil the waſting Lamp of Life,” 
That winks and trembles, vow. juſt now TT: 
Make haſte, Loy your Life. 


Pha. Alas, too long, ea 
Too long Tave I preſerv'd that g Life. 


: Lan Galdy ! what Gu Guilt, has B has horrid Mar- h 
mbru ; 


your Hands ? (cher 
8 Alas, my Wash we guiltleſs ; 
But oh, my Heart's defil'd. 
' 've faid too much, forbear the reſt, my Lyrun, 
And let me die, to ſave the black Conkelben. 


c. Die then, but not alone; old faithful Zen 92 


8 . a Victim to your cruel Silence. I 

Will you not tell ? O lovely, wretclied Queen? | 
By all the Cares of your firſt infant Years, 

By all the Love, and Faith, and Zeal I've ſhew'd you, 
Tel me your N unfold your hidden Sorrows, 


And teac $6 75 how to bring you Comfort. 5 


Pb. ſay, malicious cruel Pow ns 3 
Gee A | 
How fatal Love has been to all our Race! 
Lyc. Forget it, Madam, let it die in Silence. 
Phed. O Aiadne O unh Siſter ! 


Exc. Ceaſe to record your Si Fs 


A 4 A 


1 PnADRA and Hirrol ir us. 
Pad. And ſince the cruel God ne 

I ba the ha. and moſt undone of all. 1511 
by He. Do you then love ? | a 
8 5 Alas, I groan beneath  _ 
The Pain, the Guilt, the Shame of i impious Love. ON 
He. Forbid it Heaven! | 

Phed. Do not upbraid me, Lycon / 

-# love. Eaten} 15 11 Mudder at the Name, 

My Blood runs backward, and my fault ring Tongue 

- Sticks at the Sound I love, O righteous Rear n 
Es Why was 1 born with ſuch a Senſe of Virtue, 

5 great Abhorrence of the ſmalleſt Crime, 
1 yet a Slave to ſuch impetuous Guilt ? | 
Rain on me, Gods, your Plagues, your ſharpeſt Temes 

Afflict my Soul with any Thing bu t Guilt, 

And yet that Guilt is mine. LIl think no more, 
- Ti to che $12 226 among the happier Brutes: 
| Come, let's „hark the ſhrill Horn reſounds, 
I )be jolhy Hunt mens Cries rend the wide Heav'ns: 

Come, Oer the Hills purſue the bounding Stag, 
Come, chaſe the Lion and the foamy Boar, 

Come, rouze up all the Monſters of the Wood. 
For there, ev'n there; Hippolitus will guard Me fir 
e. Hippolitu _ org 
EI. 2 Who's he that names Hipelius, 

A ! I'm betray'd, and all my Guilt diſcover'd. 

Oh! give me Poiſon, Swords, I'll not live, not bear its = 

| TI ſtop my Breath. 

1 Vn. I'm loſt, but what's that Loſs! 
3 Hippolitus is loſt, or loſt to me: fe 
Yet ſhou'd her Charms prevail upon his Soul, 

Shou d he be falſe, I wou'd not wiſh him ill, 
Wh my laſt parting Breath Td bleſs my Lord; 

3 þ 7 Then in ſome lonely deſart Place expire, 2 
Wpbence my unhappy Death ſhall never reach "= e 
L eͤſt it ſhou'd r his Peace, or damp his Joys. Aldi. 
ge. Think ſtill the Secret in your royal Breaſt, 
"op by the awful Majeſty of Fove, 

By the All- ſeeing Sun, by ri righteous Minos, + td 
By all your kindred Gods we ſwear, O Phedra, . 
Saſe as our Lives we'll keep the fatal Secret. 

Tm, Se. WS tear, all PTY to APA it ever er erg., 
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Fla Keep it! from whom f w ird al rad kon, 
The Tale, e of che babli n FRO 


Oh! ean you keep ie Fom youre, anknowit 7: © mer 


Or do you think” Im ſo far gone in Guilt, 
That I can ſee, can bear the Looks, the Eyes 
Of one who knows my'black deteſted 5 
Of one who knows thatPhedra loves her Son _= 

Lyc. Unhappy'Queew! auguſt, unhappy Race! 
Oh! why did Tee touch this fatal Shore? 
Why did he ſave us from Meander's Arms, 
To bring worſe Ruin en us by his Love? 

Pb His Love indeed; for that unhappy Hours, 
In which thePrieſts/join'd Theseus Hand to mine, 
| Shew'd che young Scythian to my dazled Eyes 
Going hon 1 Riga? what boiling Heat infam d. 

es Breaſt! how from ts Touch of TBefum, ©. 

My and dropt, and alt the idle Pomp, wi 
Prieſts, Altarg,- Vie ſwam before my Sight! - | 
The God of-Love, ev'n the barg me. 4 

Lyc. At onde, at firſt poſſeſt:you 
; Phed. Ves a at 93 

That fatal Ev'ning we- purfu d the Chaſe, - 

When from behind the Wood with ruſtling Sound, 
A monſtrous Boar ruſſit forth; his balefal, ow 
Shot glaring Fire, and his ftif-pointed Briſtles 
Roſe FE upon his Back, at me he made; 45 
Whetting his Tuſks, and churning hideous bon; 
Then, . olitus flew:in to aid me; 
Collectin imſelf, and riſing to the Blow, N 
He launc bp the whiſtling Spear, the well-aim 4 Jari: 
Pierc'd his tough Hide, and quiver d in his Heart; 
The Monſter fell, and aſhing with huge Tuſks, 


Plow'd up the crimſon But chen Hifpolitas ! ' Xx 
Gods ! how he mov'd 1 look'd, ON approach'd | 
When hot and pan 


Dreadful as Mars, uv, lg as 2 5 2 ovely, 
His kindling Cheeks with purple Beauties glow'd, 
His lovely ſparkling Eyes hot martial Fires. . 
Mo OY Form! Oh, = and . eee 8 
rea ſhort, m Heart ſprun upward}. 
And 2 bounded 3 in'my heaving — 1 
2 wa pleas'd, the horrid Story charms MC” 5 6 
As A 
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ang. 


99 Thirk of Ham. 
howeſt ride Hume and F 


to, avaid his Love 7 ach, 


d hien. Dania 
8 um, danith 
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Pazven cd Brorelires, 1 
Phat. Alls thit ſhocks mb, © 


Ole * oy Vidat obe ett Wurd 5 
A haſty . thing Ki | 
will m 


Yet m jan Reiches; 
A 1 it my laſt Weben, 
N 

Enter N enger 


| Mefſ. Madam, gent to bel vo 
What you 60708 3— Your Royal Haſband's 4 
Pbæd. Dead ! Oh ye Pow s! 
4 " Ic, Oh fortunate Event!” Ws 
Then Eäarth- born Lycai may aſcend the Throne, 
Leave- to his happ Sort the Crown of Ju 
And be ador'd li kum [ fade. Mourn, 1. wi | 
Since he is dead whoſe Valour fav d your VE + 
'Whoſe prudent Care'with boa f enty {00 ; 
Hrs Peacefol. Sub) eas; as your tow! Ting Ids W 
With ſpreading Oakes, and with deſcending Sta, | 
Shades and enriches all the Plains beloWWp. 


Say how he dy d. * Fe dy'd bs Tha at 
e dy” Fus: On 
In Battle dy'd ; 1 B a Priſoner, - a 
That rung on, fought n al Perſon, 

That ſaw his dag ffn ng Ari uadrons 

Saw the great Rival & ar an fall: | 

Theſe Eyes er Bhd his welf- 1 6 75 Steed, beheld 
A p Barbarian glittrit ing in his Aras, 
| Eneumber d with the Spoil. hs as 
; Pha Ts he then dead 7 ETA 
Is my much injur'd' Lord, my The/eus. dead | 
And dofff I ed one Tear apo F 
What !' ndt a Sigh, a Groan, a ſoft Com [aint ? 

Ah! theſe are Tributes due from pious' Brides, 

From a: nw tr 4 Le He Wife: 
But ſavage Love, t of my Heart. 
Claims all 800100 484 Nor my. Grief 5 
Lye. Ditmiſb that Grief and VE 2 Loo to bis 
He's dead, the Bar of all your Blifs is dead; 

Live then, my Queen, forget the wrinkled . 
And take the youthful” Hero ts. your Arms. 
Phad. I dare not now admit of fuch a Wie 

And bleſs'd be Heav'h that ſteel d 1 ſtubborn E 


N J Nurſe of ech 
. A Ames 


rr 


* Ws PrADRA. and Hiro Tus. 
That made me ſhun the bridal Bed of Tzeſe, 


— 


And give. him Empire, but refuſe him Loe. Y 


He. Then may his happier Son be bleſs'd with : ; 
Then rouſe your Soul, and muſter all your n 
Sooth his ambitious Mind with Thirſt of Empire, 
And all his tender Thoughts with ſoft 8 ents. 
Pbæd. But ſhou'd the Youth refuſe my proffer'd Love! ! 


0 thou'd he throw me from his Joathing A Arms! | 
Ta the Try al; for I know Hippolitus. _ ET 


Fierce in the «Ri ht, and obftinately Good : 
When round beſet, his Virtue, like. ; a Flood, 75 
Breaks with reſiſtleſs Force th* e Porn 


And bears the Mounds along; they're Ac on, 
And ſwell the Torrent they were rais'd = 
I date not yet reſolve, Ill try to liv, 
nd to the awful Gods I'll leave the reft. 


Lyc. Madam, your Signet, that your Slave may a 


What's moſt expedient for your Royal Service. 


'Phezd. Take it, and with it take the Fate of Phedra: 


N Fr: And thou, O Yenus, aid a e Queen, 
That owns thy Triumphs, a Ae 


O ſpare thy Captives, and ſubdue thy Foes. 


T lot ibs Pam be known, 
And in a Lover's Cauſe aſſert thy own; 


Then Crete as Paphos ſhall gdore thy Shrine; 
rateful Fires ſhall ſhine, _ 
ſhall worſhip thine. 


1 ſolus. 


Soul reſuſes it with Scorn. . 


3 Fs TER if ſhe dies he's ſafe; _ 


And if ſhe lives, I'll work her raging Mind. 


A Woman ſcorn'd, wich Eaſe I'll work to Vengeance: 
Wich humble, fawning, wiſe, obſequious Arts 


I' rule the Whir! an Tranſport of her Soul ; 


1 Then what her Reaſon hates, her Rage _ Tp 
ben Bark lids flowly thro' the laxy Main, 


be bald Pilots turn the Helms in dan; 
When driv'n by Winds they cut the foamy a+ 


10 be ri govern, wn the 19 55 9. Nays | 
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ua a” and Hir vont ros. 235+ 
6K G. 2 . 1 2 | 
r bean, Lycon, and mens, *, 
dee, M. fr 
Me: 7 Ine. the Prince Hippolitus eas” 
_ Phed. Admit him: ee whey Phe- | 
dra's now thy Soul ? | 
What-—Shall I ſpeak ? And ſhall m . 
Let this 5 Victor know his Powr? 
Or ſhall I ſtill confine within my Breaſt Ws 
My reſtleſs Paſfions and tame} 2 Flames? 
But ſee he comes, the lovely Tyrant comes ; 
He ruſhes on me like a Blaze of Light, © 
I cannot bear the Tranſſ WY his inet, 3 
But fink 3 with Crs 
Enter Ren + * 
Hip. Immortal Gods? 
What have I done to raiſe ſuch ſtrange Abtorreace? 
What have 1 done to ſhake her ſhrinking Nature, 
bay my Approach, and kill her with my Sight? 
c. Alas, another Grief devours her Soul, FN 
And ul your Aſſiſtance can relieve her. . 
make it known, that I may fly and aid her. 
7 But promiſe firſt, my Lord, to keep it ſecret. 
Hip. Promiſe? I ſwear, on > this good Sword I WM ar, 
This Sword, which firſt gain d youthful The/eus moe! 
Which oft has puniſt'd Perjury 2 Falſhood ; 5 
By thund' ring Jove, by Grecian Hercules, © 175 11 
By the Majeſtick Form of God- like Heroes, 
- That ſhine around, and conſecrate the Steel; 
No Racks, no Shame ſhall ever force it from me. FTE 
* Phed. Hrppolitus + 3 Kat 
Hip. Yes, tis that Wretch who begs you to ani 
This hated Object from your Eyes for cer. | 
Begs leave to march againſt the Foes of Theſews, _ 
And to revenge or ſhare his Father's Fate 
' Phed. Oh, Hißpolitu denz 
TI own I've wrong d you, moſt unjuitiy wrong d you, 
Drove you from Court, from Crete, and from your Father; 
The Court, all Crete, deplor d their ſuffering Haw, . 
And 1 (the fad Occaſion) mot of all. 
Va <ould you know relentin a8 Pheadra's Soul. 


1 | 


| Oh coukd you think with what teliBiant Grief” 


14 PRADA and Hiprotires. © | 


rand et wh IN hrchantth t: 


h! you'd ponfeſs me wretched, not unkind, 


And mea IIls oy moſt Adeſerve your. Pity, 9 

Which mot N yy ate. EIS, 

| Hate to Phadrd # 
Ha ! could I hate te yal Spouſe of Theſes, 2 
My Queen my Mother? 758 CO 

| Pal. Wh 7 7 een and Mother f 6 

More bumble Ties tiow fait? my loft Condition. 

Alas ! the Iron Hand of Death is en me, | 

And I have only Time timplore your Pardon. 

Ah ! would my Tod forget 1 Pheadra, 

And with Compaſſion view her , e han!“ 

Would he receive him to his dear jon, 

Defend his Vouth from all encroaching Foes !! 

Hip. Oh, IH defend him! with my ife defend him. 
Heay'ris dart your Judgments on this faithlefs Head, 5 
II dont pay him all a Slave's Obedience, 1 AB 
And alf = Fatker's Love. 5 
| pe A Fathers Love 
0 doubtful Sounds oh vain deceitful Hopes! 

My Grief's much eas'd by this tranſcending Gubdiels, £5 
And Theſcus' Death fits lighter on my Soul: | 
Death I He's not dead I he les ho breathes, he fpeakts, | 
Fe lives in you, he's preſent to my Eyes. | 
J ſee him, ſpeak to mm.. Heart Tr e | 

And all my Felly's known. ; 
0 Hip. Ok, goous Folly e 
"We T heſeus, foes, how OE your Phedra tov'd' you. | 
Pfd. Love him, indeed! doat, lan Fur die for Him, 

Forſake my Food, my Sleep, e or Theſ Nut. * 


(But not that hoary venerable 
Bot The/eus, as he was, when man 
Slow'd in his lovely Cheeks; when hi 


;s bog yes | as. 


1 Sparkl'd with youthfhl Fires ; when ev 'ry Grace 


Shone in the Father, which now: crowns the Son; 


ww * 


When Theſexs was Hippolitus. 
Hip. Ha! Amazement frikes me 
"dow wie this end? 
Dom not her hin rr | 
10 Pow 
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PuzpRA and Hir POLITVS, 5 
Sat cold and languid in her fading Cheek, 1 - 
here now ſuceeeds a momentary Lure) . 


dot her 9 Heart, her 8. ork Limba, 
Her wiſhing er . her preſent Silence,” 
Al all-yraginls Im perial Pherdra loves you. 
Hip. What do I pry What, does no Lightning faſt, | 
No Thunder bellow, when ſuch monſtrous Crimes 
Are own d, avow'd, confeſt ? All. ſering unn 1 
Hide, hide in ſhameful Night, thy beamy Head, 
Aud obaſe to view the Horrors of thy Race. | 
Alas I. I ſhare th'amazing (Gailt ; theſe Eyes, 
That firſt inſpir d the black inceſtuous Flame; mo 
Theſe Ears, that heard the Tale of impious Love, © 
Are all accuiſt, ond alt deferve-youd Thunder. Ge 
Phed. Alas. my Lord! Believe me nat ſo vile. 
No: By thy Godddeſs, by the chaſte Dian 1 165 
None hut my ſinſt my muct lov'd Lord een, 
Was e er recti Vd in theſe unhappy Arms. . 5 
Ne l Fer the Love af thee, of thoſe deir Chor, 
Which now I {ee are doom'd to be my Ruin, 
I ſtill deny'd my Lord, my Huſband Theſeus, © | = 
The 5 thy: modeſt Joys. of ſpotleſs * * ; 
That droye him hence to War, to ſtormy Seas 2 
Ta Rocks and Waves leſs enicl than Ms Pho: 
Hip. If thardrove Theſes hence, then that kall'd 7 
And cruel Phxgra'kill'd her Huſband 
Phed. Forbear, raſh Youth, nor dare tao myVen- 
You need not urge, nor tempt my fwelling Rage ce; 
With black Reproaches, ä aca cry 2 
Ta do a Daed my. Reaſon would: abhor. Þ 
Long has the Secret firuggled in my Breaſt, 5 
Long has it rack d and rent my tortur d Bofom x 
But now tis, out. Shame, Rage, Confukion tear ene 
And drive me on to act unheard of Crimes, 1 
To murther thee, myſelf; and all that know it. 
As when Canvulfions cleave the lab'ring Earth, | 
Before the diſmal Yawn the Ground 
Trembles-and beaves, the-nodiibe Houle oralhey” 
He's-ſafe, who from the dreadful' Warning flies, | 
But he that ſecs its Boſom, dies. baun 
Hip. Then let me take a nhekss | 
I rather truſt the rough. Jonian. Waves, . 


* 
1 * — * 


e ia! Hi protameh.. 
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| TT: aol tas Tf 255 {le Anz tiny: ord, 2051. 
Ver ene ts e to her Deſpair; - Hr 9 
Hip. Muſt not? From thee? From that vile upſtart loco. 
Ife. Ves: From that Lyten who deri bes his Greatneſs 
N Fin Phediu's Race and now would ber Life. 1 
Then, Sir, ae Se cbey the Qua net, 4 
And in her Aj * . — I enyb 274 
[2 . 28321 * {Enter Guards. 
a Wen watch the Prince, but at that'awful 3 
With that Reſpect, it may not ſeem Confneméut, 
Bat only meant _ regen rag ($795 5 . 
pr p. So, Conſßnement k. i 
The Honour Crete: 3 on Theſeus Son. 
Am I confin'd? And ist ſo ſoon forgot, In : 
When fierce Procruſtes Arms d'er-ran' your Kingdom? is 
* When your Streets echo d with the Cries 
* Your fhrieking Maids clun round the ae, 
When all Vp — an eee 0. . Tf 
3 ere on the Earth, Neg re bund! 
IP .Glow'd with your City's es (a ſul L. 5 
. 8 Father, flew to your 5 x 
q Then Theſeus law d your Lives, Eftates and 2 15 86 
And do yu thus reward the Hero's Toil? ? 
. And do you now confine the Hero's Son? 85 A rf 
be. Take not an eaſy ſhort Confinement ill, 
3 13 Safety and the Qgeen quires) 
But fear not ought from one that joys to ſerve you. 
Hi. O, I diſdain thee, Traitor, but not 985 * 
5 Nor will Thear of Services from Lyton. © 
Thy very Looks are Lies, eternal Falhood . 
Smiles in thy Lips, and flatters in thy Eyes, 1 fy 
'Ev'n in'thy hum le Face I read my 0 n Wh 
Smi 


Salpicions 7 


In ev'ry cringing Bow and fawnin 
_ Why elſe d'you whiſper out your 
Why with malignant Elogies encreaſe 

[ I The People's Fears, and praiſe me to my Ruin? 255 
Why through the troubl'c Streets of frighted Cre. | 
Do Bicklers, Helms, and poliſh'd Armour blaze 
Why ſounds the dreadful Din of 7 1 8928 RA 

Whilt ſill the Foe's. unknown, . 22 71 


regen 2 * * 
* 
. * * 
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Lyc. Then quit thy Arts: 


Thou Proteut, fhift thy various Forms no more, 


The Queen's Diſeaſe, and your aſpiring Mind 
Diſturb all Crete, and give a Looſe to 


Hip. Gods Dares he ſpeak thus unto a (EY Soak ; 


And muſt this earth-born Slave command in Crete? 
Was it for this my God - like Father ſought ? 
Did 7 Beſcus bleed for Lycon ? O ye Cretans, et 
See there your King, the Succeſſor of Minas, 


And Heir of Jove. _. | 
He. You may ak well 2 
That Jove you worſhip, as this Slave you $ 
Go ſeize 4lcmeon, Niciat, and all 8 

The black Abettors of his im pfous. Treaſon. DT, 


Now o'er thy Head th' aven ng Thunde rolls: | 80 7 


For know on me depends t Rant Doom. 

Then learn (proud Pee to 25 

And if thou think ſt of Life, obey the Queen. 
Hip. Then free from Fear or Guilt I'll wait m 8 8 

Whate'er's my Fault, no Stain ſhall blot my Glory. 

III guard my Honour, you e 1 777 at 


Since he dares brave my Rage, the. Bea, 
The timorous Hounds that hunt the a Lon 
Bay afar off, and tremble in Sage" 8 by 


Bu when he les in th'entangh Teils, 
Inſult the dying 


With all your Chis eas Diftre6; © 


Soften my Chains, and make Confinement eaſy. _ - 1 


Is it then giv'n me to bebold thy Beauties! 

Thoſe dall 

To preſs, to ſtrain thee to my beating Heart, 

And grow thus to my Love ! What's Libertyro this? 
What's Fame or Greatneſs ? Take em, take em Phedra, 


Freedom and Fame, and i in the dear Conknement re. 


Im. O Hippolitus 1 491. ad; 
O I could ever dwell in this Confinement! _ 52 | 


Encloſe me thus for ever. 


Nor wiſh for ought while I behold my Lord: 


* 
- «7 


Pat off the Sixeſnan, and. mike: the Judge. L. 5 
But boldly oun the God That Foe's too near. [Te ik 1 


nd thy = Shi 1 7 

. ; 

— "T's y done, 3 3 
(Iſm. Exe eri. 


ng Sweets, thoſe lovely lovin bel 5 | 


© 4 


N 5 * 
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And fre me ſetiled in a 
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But yet chat Wich, that only Wiſh is vain, 


When my ham Fate thus forces me to be you. 


Drive from your Godlike Soul a wretched Mail: 


Take to you Arms (aſſiſt me Heaven to peak it) 2 


Take $6 your Arms Imperial Ph24ra, * 
And think of me no'more. | ; 
mii de dt thee? 


Wuat ! Patt, for ever part ? Unkind J/nena : 


Oh! can you think that Death is half ſo dreadful, 
As it would be to live, and live without thee ? 


Say, ſhould I quit thee, mould T turn to Phzgra, 


Say, could'ft thou bear it? Could thy tender Soul 
Entre the Torment. of bait Love, 
ival's Arms ? | 
Ihe. Think not of me: Perhaps my equal Mind 
May learn to bear tue Fate the Gods allot me. 
Yet would you bear me; could your lov'd ena 
With all her Charms o'erule your ſuflen Honour, 
You yet might live, nor leave the poor 7/mena. 
Hip. Speak, if I can, m ready to obey. 
Vn. Give the Queen Hapes. EE 
Hip. No ttore—My Sol difdaits it. 


No, ſhould 1 try, my hauphty Soul would well? 


372 euch Word, and threaten in my Eyes; 

ould I ſtoop to cringe, to lye, forſwear? 

Deſerve the Ruin which 1 ftrive to ſhun? 
In. O. I can't bear this cold Contempt of Death! 


This rigid Virtue, that prefers your Glory 


To Liberty or Life. O cruel Man! 
By cheſe fad Sighs, by theſe poor ſtreaming Eyes, 
By that dear Love that makes us now unhappy, 


By the near Danger of that precious Life, 


Heav'n knows I value much above my own. 
What! Not yet mov'd ? Are you reſoly'd on Death? 
Then, cet tis Night I ſwear by all the Pow'rs | 


This Steel ſhall end my Fears and Life together. 


Vn. Phadra! Come on, I' lead you on to Phedra ; 


Hip. You ſhan't be truſted with a Life ſo precious. 
No, to the Court Pl publiſh your Deſign, . 
Ev'n bloody Lycon will prevent your Fate; 

Zy on ſhall wrench the Dagger from your Boſom, 
And raving Phædra will preſerve I/mena. | 


TI 


* 


Say, that youll wed her, ſay that:you'll + 


That boldly p plunges in the 
That pants and ſtr 


Say, ſhould he wed her? (him, 


And die well 


PrnzDex: ard HipeoLiTys, Th 


III telliher all the Secrets of our Love, 5 
Give to her Rage her vloſe deſtructive Rival: 
Her Rival ſure will fall, ber Love may fave you, 
Come ſee me 3 1 . — of Death, ; 
My agonizing Limbs, my 'Byes, / 
Dyiag⸗ yet fixt in Death on > ppl. | 
- Hip, What's your Delign ; Ve Pow'rs? What means 
my Love? 
In. She means to lead you in 9 of Taye” 
She means to die with one ſhe-can't 
Yet wen you ſee me pale upon the Earth, 
This once loud Form: N w. horrible in = ok 
Sure your relenting Soul would wiſh you'd fav'd 2 3 
Flip. Oht T "tl doiany thing to ſave y! 
Give up my. Fame and all my darling H 
Tl run, Pllfly ; what you'll command In 72 
1/m. Say, what Occafion, Chance, or Heav'n 8 
Say, that you love her, that you lovid her 


* — 
6-4 wy 
w — A * : = 


day, to preſerve your Life, ſay any thing.” | 
Bleſs him, ye Pom rs And if it j&a Orme, krerhr 
O Ts pious Fraud offend: N 

Aim all your Vengeanre on ena 8 

Puniſh Jaruna, but forgive Hippolitus. * 8 
He's and now my brave nee are — 2 
Now 1 like ſome al Wretch | 
les with the Waves,” mW 
Reed to fave him. 
Cho. But ſhould he do what your Commands enjoin' 


In. Should he wed the Queen 
Oh! I'd: remember that *rwas my Requeſt, 
d I made the Hero ha a - 
Cho. Die! 1ſmena then reſolve to oo 
Im. Can I then live? Can I, who 10 fo well 
To part with all my Blifs to ſave my Lover? 
Oh!] can I drag a wretched Life without him, | 
And ſee another revel in his Arms? 
Oh! dis in Death alone I can have Comfort 
Enter Lycon. © 
5 What a Reverſe is this? Perfidious Roy, 


, — 
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Is this thy Truth? Is this thy boaſted Honour'?' 
Then all are Rogues alike: I never thought 


But one Man honeſt, and that "_ deceives ours [fa 
Nena here | — $97 pf 
From the ſure Vengeance of deſpairi 3 
Now Phedra's Rage is chang d to w lol rote Rog 
She doats, ſhe dies; and few but tedious Days, 
With endleſs Jo Does len will crown the happy Fair. IV 
. Does then wed: the Queen 7 den 54% 
4 «th; Her At leaſt I: thinks G23 
T, whit the Prince appraack's; not far retir d 
Pale with my Doubts: He ſpoke; th) attentive Queen” 
| ge, his Accents, and her gloomy Eyes 
rkled with gentler Fires: Re bluſhing bow'd, 
She trembling loſt in Love with ſoft Confuſion, -.. 
Rent his. Paſſion, and return d her own: MOOR 
Then ſmiling turn d to me, and bid me order TY 
The pompous Rites of her enſuing | rey 16:2 


Which I muſt now purſve, Farewel, . Katz. 


7 
L 


Che. Stay and leon mae birt 0 
Jan, Ah! mherefore ſhould I ſtay 
What 1 t Shall T flay to rave, t upbraid, to hold him 7 1 
To ſnatch the Fav ling Charmer from her Arms * 
For could you think that open gen'rous Youth. 
Could with feign'd'Love deceive a jealous Woman? 
Could he ſo ſoon grow artful in diſſemblingg 15 


And all his Soul receiv d a real Love: 

Perhaps new Graces darted from her Eyes, 

Perhaps ſoft Pity charm'd his yielding Soul, 

| Perhaps her Love, perhaps het Kingdom charm'd'lin?” 
. Perhaps— Alas! how many Things might charm hin!. 
| Che. Wait the Succeſs: It is not yet decided. 

In. Not yet decided! Did not Lycen tell us 
How he proteſted, ſigh d, and look'd, and vow'd 2. 
How the ſoft Paſſion languiſh'd in his Eyes fr + 

Yes, yes, he loves, he —— on Phædra's Charms. 
Now, now he claſps her to his panting Breaſt, 
Now he devours her with his eager Eyes, 


2 


+ 


Tis all agreed, and now the Prince is'fafe + dico 3 


In. Then III retire, and not WS Theſe e wm. 
* 


Ah! Without doubt his Thoughts inſpir d his de | 


in, 


* 


be dear falſe Thin 


Fd 
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gs that charm'd the poor Ihmena. © 
He comes: Be ſtil; my Heart, the Tyrant i winch 4 
Charming, tho falſe, 2 lovely in his Guilt. 
Enter H. 8 
4. Why bang that cloudy Sorrow / on your Brow 7 
Why 40 you ſigh? Why flew your ſwelling Eyes? 
Thoſe Eyes that us'd with Joy to view Hippolitus. © © 
n, my Soul is charm d with your Succeſs z 
You how! my Lord, my Fears are but for you, 
For youridear Life ; rf ſiner my Death alone 
Can make you ſafe, That ſoon ſhall make you happy. 
Yet had! al brought leſs Love to Phedra's Arms, 
My*SouP had-parted with” a 'lefs' | 
Bleſt if ſurviving in your dear N PAN: 
Hip. Vour Death! My Love 147 Marriage And to. 
Hear me Kenn (Phadrat 
Inu. No, 1 Aare not hear you. 
But cho” youve been thus cruelly unkind, 8 
Tho' you have left me for the Royal Pb 
Vet ſtill. my Soul Ger- runs with Fondneſs tow rds you; | 
Yet ſtill I die with Joy to ſave Hippolitus N | 
Hip. Die to ſave me! Could 1 outlive Iſniena 7 £ 
I/m. Yes, you'd outlive her in your Phæura's Arms, 
And may you there find-ev'ry blooming'Pleafure ; © | 
Oh ! may the Gods ſnow'r . e f on 758. Head! 
May the Gods crown thy glorious Arms with 2 885 | 
And all thy peaceful Days with ſure R | 
May'ſt thou be bleſt with lovely Phzdra's Charms, 
And. for thy Eaſe forget the loſt Huna 8 1 


Farewel Hippolitus. 
Hip. Mhetdls; ſtay, 


Stay, hear me ſpeak, or by th' Rs rohen . 


II not ſurvive the Minute you depart. (Weakneſs. 2 
Iſm. What would you ſay? Ah] don't deceive my 
Hip. Deceive thee ¶ Why, 7/mena, do you wrong me ? 


Why doubt my Faith? O en cruel Maid! 


Why wound my tender Soul with harſh Suſpicion ! 
Ok! by thoſe . 8 br br wy , by thy dear Love, 
I neither thought, nor deſign d nor promis d 
To love, or wed the Qu . 

= u. Speak on, my Lord, 
My honeſt Soul inclines me aan 


"Aol 
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And much I fear, e I hope Por wron our 
Hip. Then thus. I came PAs. but 
The eaſy Queen receivid my faint: ddreſs;. "owes 
With eager Hope and; unſuſpicious Faith, 
Lycon, with ſeeming, Joy diſmiſs d my; . * 
My — <1 Tous Soul diſdain d the mean Neceit, Oh 4 | 
deceiv'd her, 3 203 25 {F 
M_ Art thou then trae ? T bowart., On pardonme, 
| Pardon, the Firors, of-a-filly.Meig, ... Kio ond rot 
Wild with her. Fears; 2nd ud with Jealonſhs: ot ? af 
For ſtill. that Fear,.. that;lealouſy was Lover: 22pm 5 - 
Haſte then, my Lond. aydſaye yeurſel by Flight; 
And when you're. ahfehe Wen your: Sake 4 
Shall ceaſe to cheer forlorn tuen i $/4l lf 
Then led each Day, each Hour, each oa bring, 
Some. kind Remembrance of your conſtant Loves 
Speak of your, Health, your Fortune, and your F ends, 
(For ſure thoſe Friends ſhall have my tender ſt W mr 
Speak much of all; but af thy dear, dean Love, 
Speak. much, ſpæak very much, and-RU! ſpeak on. 
Hip. Oh! t op pol lt pom be my. NOS > 
Of that alone Ill talk. the live Jong Day: IN 
But thus LI tall, thus dwelling in thy 8 . 
Taſting the Odours of thy fragzant Beem. 
Co 7 KS me. with Nee = 
Came, kind. Companion of my 
Come haſteſ with me to leave this fatal Shores 
The Bark before;prepar;d. for my: Departure 
- Expects its Freight, a hundred: yly.Rowers: 
Have wav'd their ſinewy Arms, and call'd-Hipforrtnss | » 
The looſer'd Canvas trembles.with-the Wind, 
And the Sea,whitens with . ts Gales 


L. Fly then, my. Lord, and may the Gods: + 
Fly.e' er; inſidiqus Hen work. IT s, 7 ugh N 
Fly, e ren Randes thyt Lea , 

Fly from the: Warn. 2 


Hip. But not frog ny 8 | EW 
Why do you. force meg from your hæavnly Sighe, 
With thoſe dear. Arms. that ought to claſp me tothe? 
In. Oh! I could rave for ever at m Fete Is 
And with alternate Love and-Fear;poſſeſs'd, (Breaſt, 


N ow force thee from my Arms, n drag 0 


” * 9 
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And tremble till you you. 8% but die till you return. 
Nay, I could e Gods, if I ſhould go, 
What would Fame ſay ? If I ſhould fly alone, 
vo a young lovely Prince 'that charm'd my Soul ? 
. Say you did well, to fly a certain Ruin, 
Tof che Fury of a geen incens d, 
To crown with endleſs Joys the Youth that lov d you. 
O! by the Joys our mutual Loves have brought, 
By, Nen T've, languiſh'd at your fert; 
v By. all che Love you even bare. H: 
Come fly from hence, and melee kim erer happy: 
1/n. Hide me, ye .Pow'rs ; I. never ſhall rend, | 
Hip, Will you reſuſe me? Can I leave- behind me 
All that inſpires my Soul, and cheers, my Eyes? 
Will you not go? Then here. III wait my Dem. 
Come, raving Phegra, bloody Lycon, t 
I offer tg. your Rage this worthleſs Life, 
Since tig no longer my Iſuena's Cape: 
Iſm. O! haſte away, my, Lord, I go, 1 iy. 
Thro' all the, Dangers of the boiſt rous Deep. 
When the Wind whiftles thro} the e Maſls: 
When thro". the, yawning, Ship the foaming, Sea, 
Rolls bubbling in; then, then I'll claſp thes faſt, 
And in ye forget my Fear: 


Oh! I will. deer 'the Janes Gagne 
Oer Ice, and Hi 4" 4 ever ON 


There when the hoxrid Dark nęſs ſhall Se us, 
When the, bleak Wind hall chill my ſhiw ring Limbs, 
Thou ſhalt, along ſupply the diſtant Sun, 
And cheer my gazing. Eyes, and warm my 
Hip. Come, lets away, and; like ancther 7 a 
I'll bear my .beautequs- Conqheſt chro- the Seas: 
A greater Treaſure, and a nobigr Prize 
Than he fro chas bare, Sleep, ſleep. in Peace, 
Ye Wong, a a 0g, Idas Top 
Securely roam,; no moxe mx early Hon. 
Shall, wake the lazy Day. Tranſporting Love 
Reigns in my Heart, and makes me all its own. 
Sg augen bright Venus yielded up ber Chan, 
T he. Bleſt: Adonis langsiſid in len An; EN 
His idk. Hern eme nt, Myrtles, hug. 
His Arrows ſcatter” 1 bis Bow unſtrumg: 


. 


5 ä 


— 


| Przvuk 37 Hivroiiros 


| On in Coverts lie bis dreaming Hounds, 
' the fancy d Boar with feeble Sounds; woo 

1 nobler Sports he quits the Javage Fieldi, | 

And all the Hero to the Lover yields. 


a CL III. 
Ent Er Lycon. | 
1 5 Eav n is at laſt appeas d: The pityin Gods, 
of 115 Have heard our Wiſhes, and 5 Fove 
Smiles on his native Ile; for PBæara lives, N 
Reſtor d to Crete, and to herſelf ſhe lives; 8 
| Joy" with freſh Strength inſpires her drooping Limbs, 
Revives her Charms, and o'er her faded Cheeks 


— 


SPpreads a freſh roſy Bloom, as kindly Springs 


Wich genial Heat renew the frozen Earth, - 

And paint its ſmiling Face with gawdy Flow' NW 

But ſee ſhe comes, the beauteous Phedra comes 8 74 
Enter Phazdra. 

How her Eyes ſparkle ! How their radiant Beams 


\ .  Confeſs their ſhining Anceſtor the Sun! 


' Your Charms To-day will wound deſpairing Crowds, 
And give the Pains you ſuffer d: Nay, Hippolitus, 
Th 8 the 3 th' inſenſible Hippolitus | 
Shall vie witth Homage to your Beauty, 
; And in his Tun adore—— r E 1 
FLY Phed, Tis Fate all; . 
vet when you name the Prince, that Flatt'ry's pleaſing; 
You wiſh it ſo, poor good old Man, yon wiſh OE 
The fertile Province of  Cydonia's thine ; - 
Is there ought elſe ? Fas b py Phedra ought, 
In the wide Circle of her Kr etch d N ? 
Aſk, take, my Friend, ſecure of no Repulle ? 
Let ſpacious Crete thro all her hundred Cities 
Reſound her Phedra 7's Joy Let Altars ſmoak, 
And richeſt Gums, Spice; and Incenſe roll 


I Their fragrant Wreaths to Heav'n, to pitying Heav' n, 


Which gives Hippolitus to Phedra's Arms. 
Set All at large, and bid the loathſome 8 
Give up the meagre Slaves that pine in Dar 


And waſte in Greet, as did deſpairing 9 5 
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Let them be chear d, let the ftarv'd Priſoners riot, 


And glow with gen rous Wine Let Sorrow ceaſe. 
Let none be wretched, none, ſince Phedra's happy. 
But now he comes, and with an equal Paſſon 
Rewards my Flame, and ſprings into my Arms! : 
Enter Meſſenger. 
Say, where's the Prince? 
Me. He's no where to be found. 
Phzd. Perhaps he hunts. _ 
Me. He hunted not To-day. 
 Phed. Hat Have you ſearch d the Walks, the Courts, 
Me. Search'd all in vain. lte Temples? 
P)bæd. Did he not hunt To-day? 
Alas! you told me once before he did not: 1 7® 
My Heart miſgives me. 
Lyc. So indeed doth mine. 
| Phed. Cou'd he 1 me? Cou'd that God-hke 
Defign the Ruin of a Queen that loves him? * (Youth 
Oh! he's all Truth, his Words, his Looks, his Eyes 
Open to vw his inmoſt Thoughts. He comes 
Ha * 5 ? Whence com ſt thou ? * 
| .  Hrippolitus? 


Mefſ. M , Hippolitzs with fair . 
Ds 8 rd the Port 12 80 


 Phed. With fair J 
Curs'd be her cruel Beauty, curſt her C 
Curſt all her ſoothing, fatal falſe eee 
That heavenly Virgin, that exalted Goodneſs 
Cou'd ſee me tortur'd with deſpairing Love, 
With artful Tears cou'd mourn my monſtrous Soff rings, 
While her baſe Malice plotted my DeſtruQtion. - _ 
He. A thouſand Reaſons crowd upon my Soul, 


That evidence their Love. 


Phed Yes, yes, they love; 
Why elſe ſhould he refuſe my proffer d Bed? 


W999 


Why ſhould one warm'd with Youth, and Thirſt of Glo- 
Fl (ry, . 


| DO a Soul, a Form, a Crown kke mine? 

| Where, Lycon, where was chen thy boafted Cun- 
Dal. thoughtleſs Wretch! 

 "Phed. O Pains unfelt beftze! - | 

The Grief, Deſpair Foe wr _ Pangy, - : wp 

AU the wid Bury of de | A. 


* 


a 


(ning? | 


OI Fase and HIrPOoIA Tus. 


Are nought to this. Say, famous Politician, © 
Where, when, and how did their 'firft Paſſton it N 
Where did they breathe their $1 
What — Woods condeal' A their hidden Loves? 
Alas! They hid dt not, the well pleas d Sun 
With all his Beams furvey d their guiltleſs Flame; 
Glad Zepbyrs wafted their untainteil Sighs, 

Anil Tal 5 theirendearing Accents. 

While I, the Shame of Nature, hid in Darkneſs, 

Far from the balmy Air and cheering Light, 
Preſt· down my Sicke and dryꝛd my falling Fears, 
Search d a Retreat to mourn, and watch'd to grieve. 
He. Now ecaſe thut Grief, and let your inſur d Love 


Contrive due Vengeance -; let Majeſtick Phaura, 
That lov'd the Hero, ſacrifice che Villain. 


Then hdfte, ſend forth your Miniſters of eee 5 


"Th fnateh the Traytor from your Rival's Arms, 
And force him trembling to your awful Preſence. 


Phd. © 8 thought — Diſpatch N 


Bid them — their Inſtruments of Death ; 
Darts, Engines, Flames, and launch into the Deep. 
And hurl de Wenge ance on the perjur'd Slave. 
Where am I, Gods? ? What +5't my Nage commands? 
Ev'n 7 — N ee well-tim'd Oars 
With ſoun es div parkling Waves, 
And happy Gales affiſt their ſpeetly Flip * 
Now they embrace, and ardent Dee 4 
Their fluſhing Cheeks, and trembles in their Eyes. 
*Nowthey-expoſe my Weakneſs and my Crimes: 


Now to the "org Crowd they tell my Follies. 
Vnter Cratander 


Cas, Sir, as I went to ſeize the Perſons ordertd, 
I met the Prince, and with him fair 1/-na ; 


I ſeiz'd the Prince, who now attends withoat. 
ol 'Phed. OY bring him in. 


Lyc. Be quick and ſeize'J/mena. 


eur Hippolitus. 

"Phd. Cou'dft thou deceive me? Cou'd a Son of We- 
. to ſo mean, ſo baſe a Vice as Fraud? eu. 
Nay, act Lach monſtrous Perfidy, yet * BY 
em promis d Love? 7% 


War | : Hip. 


hs? Whit thady Groves, 


7 


| 
\ 
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Phe B 12 8 e 5 > Tony | 

1 ut yet your: aivocatin 1 
vour Locks, your'Ryes, — Motion | ws,” 
But you are ripe in Frauds, and ilearn'd in : 


3 


Look down, O Tbeſeut, and behold: 5 | — 
As Serron Faithleſs, as. -Procruſtericruel. 1 * | | 
Behold the'Orimes, — Tyrants, re Wan 10 
rom whieh th the n Earth: 
P bee theni-all i on pays. rev U.-: 4 1 1131 
p. Teach -notmy'Glory teltyountain gioar o 
fill ——— my 3, TREE eg 2 nA. 
Bluſh, yet rejoice to ſee himſelf out- done: 
To mix my Parents in my lineal Virtues 1 
As Theſeus oſt; and as Camilla chaſte. tr 
: Pha. e Godlike Thefeus ore ge thy Parent; 
No, 'tiwas ſome monthly Cappaditian Drudge, - 
Obedient to the Scourge and beaten to ents, I 
: Begot thee," Traytor, on the chaſte 'Camrai 5172 on 
> Camilla chaſte | An Amazon and Shaſtef A wi - | 
That quits her Sex, and yet retains her Virtue, l 
See the chaſte Matron mount the neighing Steed; 
In fri Embraces lock the ſtruggling Warriour, 
And chooſe the Lover in the ure — bog . 
Enter Meſſenger, and feems to tall e a, A. | 
Hip. No hs refus d. the Vows — TIA, | mw 
And ehaſe to ſtand his Arms, not meet higove ; ' > 
And doubtful Was xte Fight! The wide Thermedom © = 
Heard che huge Strolees reſoundzrits- frighted Waves 
Convey'd the ratt' ling Din to diſtant Shores, 
Whilſt ſhe alone ſupported All his Warr 7 
Nor 'till ihe ſank beneath his thund ring Arm, 
Beneath which waflike Nations bows, Laa 
To honeſt wiſh'd-for Love.” 150 1 
Wed. Not o bergen, nes 
Who boldly ventures on forbidden Flames, | d 
i On one deſeended from the ervelIPallas, .; 
5 Foe toithy Father's Perſon and his Blood; i 
* Hated by him, of Kindred 2 more bated, 4 
„„ BR The lat of all the wicked Race he ruin d. 1 
| In vain a fierce ſucceſſive Hatred reign'd . | | 
| Between your Sires: In vain, like Cadmus' Rate, 1 
7h, With mingl'd Blood they dy'd the bluſhing Rast. 1 
id 22 . | 
| 
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PRADA and Hir OLT us. 
| His. ue Pie deb en the War is vers 
: We, like the Theban Race, agree to love, 
And by our mutual Flames and . 8 
Atone ar Slaughter paſt. 1 95 
Pd. Your future Offiprin 3 
Heav'ns ! What à Medley's this? What * Confuſion 
Of Blood and Death, of Murder and Relation? 
What Joy:'t had been to old diſabled Tg, 
we When he ſhoull-take the Offspring in his Arma, — W- 
In inchis Arms to hold an Infant Pallas, ö? 
And be upbraided With his Grandfire” Fate! 
| ae - 

De. Too barbarous, I four. 

Perhaps ev'n now his Factions up in Arms, 

' Since waying Crowds roll onwards tow'rds the Place, 
And rend the City with tumultuous. 1 1 
Perhaps. to murder Phæara and her Son, 

"And . ant? _. 
But yl dong * fo wo nn [Exit Lycon. 
. 91 Iſmena broug bt i in. 

1% bagi Phe. What | the kind I/mena, 

1 £9 That nur. me; „ watch d my Sickneſs! G ſhe watch'd 
TY. : As rav'nons Vultures watch the dying Lion, (me 
1 TJTꝰ o tear his Heart, and riot in his Blood. (BE 
Hark! hark ! my little Infant cries for Juſtice ! 
Oh |. be peas'd my Babe, Ron ſhalt have Juſtice, - 
Now all the Spirits of my God-hke N 
Enflame my Soul, and urge me on to Vengeance; 
 Arſamnes, Minos, Jove, th avenging San 5 Ws 

Inſpire my Fury, and demand my Juſtice. 

Oh! you ſhall have it; thou, Mines, ſhalt applaud it; 
Ves, thou ſhalt copy it in their Pains below. 
Gods of Revenge ariſe. He comes! He comes 11 [ 

And ſhopts himlelf thro all my e 2 Blood : 
I have it gere. Now. baſe © periious W 'retch, 
Noy ſigh and weep; and tremble in thy Turn. 
Yes, your Iſmena appeaſe my Vengeance 
1fmena dies: And thou her pitying Lover, 
Doom'd her to Death. Thou too ſhalt ſee her bleed; 
See her convulſive Pangs, and hear her dying Groans: | 
S8 Go, glut thy Eyes with thy adot'd Iſmena, 5 
And laugh at Ting . Boy 
125 Hip. Oh Ifmena / 5 In. 


f 
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Iſn. Alas! My tender Soul would ſnhrink at, Deatliz 
Shake with its Fear: and ſink beneath its Pains, * reno. 
In any Cauſe but this. But now Tm ſteel dd 
And the near Danger leſſens to my Sight. P, 2 om biA 


Now, if I live, tis only for Hippolitus; of 
F And with an equal Joy I'll die to ſave gy i 25% 

Yes, for his Sake I'll E Sade, 9 0 

And wait his coming in th” Ban Fields, 
Ip | And there enquire of each d — Ghoſt” £ 


Of my lov'd Hero Welfare, Life, and . | 
That dear Remembrance will improve the Bliſs ; Ns: 1s 
Add to th' Elyfan Joys, and make that Heav'n more hap- + 
Hip. Oh heav'nly Virgin! [4fde.] O eee 

Let your Rage fall on this devoted Head; 

But f oh |: ſpare a guiltleſs Virgin e Lie: 

Think of her Youth, her Innocence, her Virtue; 

Think, with what warm Compaſſion ſhe bemoan'd you: 
Think, how ſhe ſerv'd and watch'd you in e — 
How ev'ry riſing and deſcending Sun y 

Saw kind. 7/nenz watching o'er the r vi 

I only promis'd, I alone eceiv d you; 1 r en 
hd And Is and only 1. ſhou'd feel your Jae Ni 0 | 
: In. Oh! By thoſe Pow'rs tanbom f ſoon muſdanſwer + " 
* For all m Faults, by that bright Arch of Heav'n' 

k I now laſt fee, I wrought him by my Wiles, ++» 
By Tears, by Threats, by ev'ry Female Art, 

Wrought his diſdaining Soul to 3 E 
The Son of The/zus could not think of 1 * . 


Ce, 


"Twas Woman all. 
 - Phad. I ſee twas Woman all. ; 
And Woman's Fraud ſhou'd meet with 8 $ Ven- 
But yet thy Courage, Truth, and Virtue ſnock me: 
25 A Love ſo warm, ſo firm, ſo like my Wm. : 
| Oh! had the Gods ſo pleas'd ; had bounteous Hear'n | 
Beſtow d Hippolitus on Phedra's Arms, 
So had I ſtood the Shock of angry Fate; 
So had I giv'n my Life with Joy to ſave hind, a 
Hip. And can you doom her Death: Can e 
. Daughter, 
cCondemn the Virtue: which her Seutadmines?: 10 1 
Are not you Phædra; Once the Roaſt of Fame, or 
Shame of our Sex, and Pattern of your ow] n. 


3 " Phd 


£ ' 
7 
* 
4 
| 1 
n 


| Coud1 have'doornid:thy Deattu?—Con'd theſe a 
That loydithee living e er beholÞthee dead fr 
Vet thou cou dſt fee me die without Concem, 


| But ſtoop to! rule in Crete, the Seat of Heroes, é 
And Nurſery of Gods A hundred Cities FEEL} 


Bow to its Enſigns, and with lower'd| Sails, 


From twanging E 
— ha: — — 


— 
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Au Am Þthad!Phiedra-? N.-Another Sol 


Informs myialter' d Frame! Cou'chelſe B 
Provoke my Hutrei, yet deſerve my Love? - 


Aid me, ye Gad ſupport my: fin Slo, e 
Reſtore my Reaſon, and 1 N 
Yet, is my Rage unjuſt? Thien; in den ie. 
Reſcu d i Torment, and preſerv'd for Pain? | 
Why did you raiſe me to the Heighth of Joy, 0 
Above the Weck of Clouds and Storms below, 1 
To daſh and hren me on the Ground for ever? 1 * 
n. Was it not Time to urge him to Co! 
Ab læaſt to feigmitʒ whew perfidious n ) 
Canfinid' bis Ferſon, and: conſpir d his Death. . MM 
Phed. Confin diand doomidto Death—Oicruel- 11 


Rathen than ſave ai wretbhed Queen from Ruin. 
Elſe cou d you chuſe to truſt the warring Winds, 
The ſwelling Waves, the Rooks, the faithleſs nee 
And che raging Monſters of the Deep! ! 
Oh! Think yauifſee men the naked. Shore, 

Think how foream:and: tear: my: featter'd; Has; 
Break fnom:thf Embraces of my ſnrisking Maids, 
And harrow.enithe Sand my bleeding Boſonr: J 
Then catch with wide-ſtretch'd Arms the rnd Billows, 


And en into _ ping 
Hip. O al State! My og exe nelemns, | 


And all my Thoughts de in = ereſt Pity, 
Flaum If yoweam- pity, O! refuſe not Love; 


Court thee for Lord, where the rich vg | 
Stnggle for Paſſuge thro the ſpacious Streets; 
Where thouſand o erſhade the leſs ning Main, 
And tire the lab ring Wind. The ſuppliant Nations 


the Oceans Queen. For thee alone 

The Winds ſhall blow, and the vaſt Ocean roll. : 
For thee alone the fam d an Warriors 
aghs ſhall ſend their fatal Shafts. 


And 


And at the Head of your ren 


PDA an dankee 3d 13 


Brandiſh this r e Send . IN 
That N may 1 th* "Fg Tyrant's. Yo 799 
From ee s Necks, it on is ... 
That ling Nations mn may okey your Laws, 
And your bright Anceſtor, the Sun, may thine 
On nought but Phedra's Empire. 
| Phed. Mhy not thine > 
Doſt thou ſo far deteſt my praffer d Bed, 
As to refuſe my Crown ? O, eruel Youth? 
By all the Pain that wrings my tortur d Soul f 


Buy all the dear deceitful Hopes you. gave me; 


O] eaſe, at leaſt once more delude my Sorrows, 
For your dear Sake I've loſt my darling Honour: 


For you, but now I gave my Soul to Death: 


Far yow Id quit my Crown, and loop beneath 

The happy Bondage of an humble Wir. . 

With thee I'd climb che ſteepy Aa s Summit, 

And in the ſcorching Heat and chilling Deus, 
O'er Hills, der Vales purſue de Shaggy: Lion; 8 9 7 


re, of Danger and of waſting Tot; 


inching Hunger and impatient The, 
Fa d all Joys — ' 
Arne Ma the Quorn d 
To. a, intreat, to fs and pray, 
To proftitute her Crown Ke Sex's Honour, 


| To one whoſe humble Thoughts can only rife 


To be your Slave, not Lord Tk 
Phed. And is that ally 

Gods ! Does he deigns te force an artfub Gros 

Or call a Tear from his unwilling Eyes? 

Hard as his native Rocks, cold as his Sword,” 

Fierce as the Wolves that howP'd around his Birth. 

He. hates the Tyrant, and the Suppliant fcorns. 

O Heaven ! OM O imperial Fove! 

Do ye not bluſh at my degenerate Weakneſs? | 

Hence lazy, mean, ignoble. Paſſion fly ; 

Hence from my Soul is gone, tis fled for erer, 


And Heav'n — my Thoughts with righteous Ven- 


Thou ſhalt no more deſpiſe my offer'd Love; e. 
No more Inena ſhall upbraid my Weakneſs. 


[Catches Hip fe herſelf 
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Now all ye kindred Gods look down and fee, 
How T'll revenge you, and myſelf, on Phedra. ' 
Enter Lycon, and fnatches away the Sevord. 
Te. Horror on Horror! Theſexs is return . 
Pheod, Theſens ! Then what have I to do with Life? 
- Myy I be. ſnatch'd with Winds, by Earth o'erwhelm'd, 
Rather than view the Face of i injur'd Thecus. 
Now wider ſtill my growing Horrors ſpread, 


My Fame, my Virtue, nay, my Frenzy s fled: 


Ihen view thy wretched Blood, imperial Jeue 3 
If Crimey enrage you, or Misfortunes move ; 
On me your Flames, on me your Bolts employ, - 


Mie if your Anger __ your Pity ſhould deſtroy. [Runs 


ee This wy do Service yet. Tof- 
Exit Lycon, carries ; off the Sevord. 
Bu Is he we'd ?_ Thanks to the pitying Gods ; 
Shall Ta eee eee th 
Again be folded in bis loving Arms . 
5 the midft of Joy I fear for Phedra ; 
I fear his Warmth and unrelenting Juſtice. . 
O] ſhould her raging Paſſion reach his Ears, © * 
His tender Love, by Anger fir d, would turn 
To burning Rage; as ſoft Cydonian Oil. 
Whoſe balmy Juice glides o'er th* untaſting Tongue, 
Yet touch'd with Fire, with hotteſt Flames will blaze. 
But oh ye Pow'rs! I fee his Godlike Form. 
O Extaſy-of Joy ! He comes, he comes 
Is it 3 My Father? Oh ! tis he: 
1 foe b him, touch him, feel his known Embraces, 
See all the Father im his joyful Eyes. 

Enter Theſeus, wvith 1 4 
Where have you been, my Lord? What angry Dzmon 
_ Hid you from Crete? From me ?—What God has ſav'd 
Did not Philotas fee you fall? O anſwer- me! you ? 
And then I'll afk a thouſand Queſtions more. 

- Theſ. No: But to ſave my Life I feign'd my Death; 


'A 


My Horſe and well known Arms confirm'd the Tale, 


And hinder'd farther Search. This honeft Greek 
 Caniceald mein his Houſe, and card me of my g ; 
Procur d a Veſſel ;. and to bleſs me more, RE 


| Accompany'd my Flig ht—— 
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A Father's Fondneſs; let me ſnatch thee thus: | 


Thus fob thee iu ny" Farwes: "we ſuch, was I. 


| - [Embraces Hippolitus. | 
When firſt I ſaw thy Mother, Camilla; | 

And much ſhe lov'd. me.—Oh'! Did PB view me 

With half that Fondneſs But ſhe's till unkind; 

Elſe haſty Joy had brought her to theſe Arm, 


To welcome me to Li , to Life; 
And make that Life a ng. Come, my Sen, „ 


Let us to Phadta. ; d 
| © Hip. Pardon me, my Lord. 04.4 4488 
Theſ. Forget her former Treatment x ſhe's Ed 


Still to perfiſt in hatred. to my Son. 
Hip. O! let me fly from Crete, From you, LA.. 
and Pheata. Start ? 


* The/ſ” My Son, what means this Turn ? This fudden 
Why would you fly from Ccte, and from your Father £5 
Hip. .Not from my Father, but from lazy crete: Sag 
To follow. Danger, and'acquire 5 . Fx. 
To. quell the Morifters that eſcap 2 a 
And make the World confeſs me - 
Te /. What ean this Coldneſs mean? — Weed 
Exit  Hippolitus,. 
While I attend the Queen. What Sh 46 © 
Why tremble thus my. Limbs'? Why faints my Heart *. 
Why am J thrill'd with Fear, till now unknown © 
Where's now the Joy, the Extaſy, and Tranſport, 
That warm'd my Soul,” and urg d me on to Bara 
O1 had I neyer lov'd her, I'd been bleſt. 5 


Sorrow and Joy in Love alternate zeign';; 
Sweet is the Bliſs, diſtracting is the he: | | 
$0 when the Nile its fruitful Deluge DOES 
And genial Heat informs its m__ , 

Here yellow Harveſt crowns the fertile Plain, | 
There monſtrous Serpents fright the lab ring Swain | 
A various Product fi fle the fax fatten'd Sand, LEA 'Y 
And the ſame Floods enrich and curſe the Land: A Oe | 
F . . 5 


NE ACT N 


"IF Shall be abr ed. with his Mother's Crimes; 


5 : 


. b Buren rue. 
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F 
And a Reveng ich I can't poſſeſs. _ 
But then the Queen She dies Why let her die; 
Let wide — ſeize 5 all t ogether, 8 


ee eee le 

en try thy Art, and n 
Phedra and Attand ant. 
what moſt her Soul abhors, e 


e e ee (Maids, 
let me looſe; Nase cruel barbarous 
d from Death, the common. Refuge, 
bee itable Arms for all; 8 1 
de arent Load PN ret ſing 
length of Pain. Am T en ee, he. 
yet not dead Feel I fo oft 18 Fang? 
Nor once can find ite Eaſe ? JP 
Lye. 2 on nov de? 
8 it the Field to ting Foe /; 
Then he triu Lasftseg e hott 
to come the Univerſe ſhall learn e, 2 
wide Immortal of Phedra: ̃ © 755 
2 the N 1 ie Idol of your al. . 
The lovely of your dear dead Lord, 


Shall bear your Shame, ſhall ſink beneath your Faults; 
Inherit your 'Diſgrace, but not your Crown. 

Phed. Muſt he too fall, involy'd in my e 
And onlz live to curſe the Name of Phedra! _ 
Oh dear, unhappy Babe! Muſt I dene thee 
Only a fad Inheritance of Woe? _ 
| Gods cruel 2 Can't all my P s | 
Unleſs reach my Infant's quildeſs Head ? 

Oh loft Eftate l when Life's ſo. ſharp a Torment, 


| And Death e ent me, I G 
* Dean, 4 


Prana (ad Hir rorzus. 33 


_ Advide, ſpeak Comfart to my troubled Soul. (Seal; 

Lye. Tis you” muſt ge" that Trouble from your 
As Streams when damm.;d forget their ancient owl ang 
And wond'ring at their banks in other Channels flow ; 
So muſt you Bend your theme EINE Tos: | 
So turn their Courſe to Theſeus* happy 
And crown his eager Hopes with 2 — Enjeyment; 
Then with freſh Charms adeorn your troubl'd Looks. 
Diſplay the Beauties firſt inſpir d his Soul, 
Sooth with your Voice, and woo him with 

Phed. Impaſſible What woe him with pore Hye. 
Still wet with Tears that flow'd!—But not for Theſeus. 
This Tongue ſo us d to ſaund another Name? 
What; Take him to my Arms! Oh awful urs: | 
Touch, Love, Carefs him! While my 2 Fancy 
On other Objects ſtrays? A lew'd Adultrefs | 
In the chaſte Bed? And in the Father's Ams, 
(Oh horrid Thought! Oh exeerable Inceſt!) _ 
Ev'n in the Father's Arms embrace the Son ? 


He. Yet you muſt ſee him, 2 „ 


Sbod d urge his Temper to too nice a Search, 
And ill-tim'd Abſence ſhould diſcloſe your Crime. 

Phd. Cou'd I when. preſent to his awful Eyes, - 
Conceal the wild Diforders of my Soul? (nen 
Wou'd not my Greans, my Looks, my Speeeh betray 
. Betray thee Phedra ? Then thou rt not betray'd.:: 
Live, live ſecure, adoring Crete conceals thee ; 
Thy pious Love, and moſt endearing Goodneſs, 
Will charm the kind Hyppalitus to Silence. 
Oh wretched Phedra? Oh 2 Secret l 
To Foes alone diſcles d! 

2 needs muſt FA de, 

Spite of their Oaths, Vows, their Im 

Phed. Do Imprecations, Oaths, or Vows avail? | 
T too have ſworn,. ev'n at the Altar ſworn 
Eternal Love, and endleſs: Faith to T . 
And yet am falſe, forſworn: The ballow UAE 
That heard me {wear, is Witneſs to my Tadel. 
The Youth, the very Authar of my Crimes, JJ 
Ev'n he ſhall tell the Fault himſelf inſpir d;. BME 3 
The fatal Eloquence that charm'd my Soul, * 
_ laviſh all * to my Deſtruclion. | ba 
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De. Oh he will tell it all Deſtruẽtion ſeize him, 
Wich ſeeming Grief, and aggravating Pity, , 
And more to blacken, will excuſe your Folly; - 
Falſe Tears ſhall wet his unrelenting Eyes, . 
And his glad Heart with artful Sighs ſhall heave; 
Then Theſeus—How will-Indignation ſwell =. 
His mighty. Heart? How his majeſtick Frame, 
Will ſhake with Rage too fierce, too ſwift for Ven? t 
"How he'll expoſe you to the publick Scorn 
And loathing Crouds ſhall murmur out their Horror! ) 
Then the fierce Sqytbian— Now methinks I ſee - 
His fiery Eyes with ſullen Pleaſures glow, , * 
© Survey your Tortures, and inſult your Pangs ; 

I ſee him ſmiling on the pleas d //mena,  - | 
Point out with Scorn the once proud Tyrant Pieds. 8 
* Phed. Curſt be his Name ! may Infamy attend him: 
May ſwift Deſtruction fall upon his Head. 
 HwTd by the Hand of thoſe e he moſt adores. - 
Tye. By Heaven, prophetick Truth inſpires your 
He ſhall endure the Shame he means to give; (Tongue ; 
Aud all the Torments which he heaps on you, 
With juft Revenge ſhall Theſeus turn on him. 
Phed. Ist poſſible? Oh Zycon!- Oh my. Refige' 
Ot old Man ? 'Thou r of Wiſdom 
Dee vr Means, that PHD ara N adore chee. 
ales c. Recuſe him firſt. 
bed. Oh Heavens! Accuſe-the Guiltlefs > 
Lye Then be aceus d, let Theſeus know your Crime, 
Let Jab Infamy o'erwhelm your Glory, 
Let your Foe triumph and your Infant fall 


e 


| Shake off this idle Lethargy of Pity, 


With ready War prevent the invading Foe, 


|  - Preſerve your Glory and ſecure your Vengeance: 


Be yours the Fruit, Security, and Eaſe; 
- TE Guilt, the Danger, and the Labour mine. | 
. Ny ns Theſeus comes £0 
na Theſeus. | 
welds Bites Daw your let Rofolres. * 
 Phed Do you ole; for Phezdra can do nothing. 
N | [Exit Ae 
He. Nos Lycon, heighten his impatient Lone, 
| Now nie ks Py, INE Rags nh oa 
| Quekea 


*. 


Tube raging Tempeſt of her Grief was cam d: 


PDR A and HieporiTvs., * 
Quicken his Hopes, then quaſh em with Deſpair; 
Work his tumultuous Paſſions into Frenzy: 

Unite em all, then turn them on the Foe: ha 
Theſ. Was that my Queen, my Wife, my took; Pbæ- 
Does ſhe ſtill ſnun me? Oh injurious Heaven! 
Why did you give me back again to Life? 
Why did you ſave me from the Rage of Battle, a 
To let me fall by her more fatal Hatred? 60 
Lyc. Her Hatred! No, ſhe loves you with ſuch Fond- 
As none but that of The/eus e er could equal; 1 
Vet ſo the Gods have doom d, ſo Heav'n would have i is, £3 
She ne'er muſt view her much low d Theſcus more. 
The/. Not ſee her! By my Sufferings but I Will, 
Tho' Troops embatt''d ſhould oppoſe my Paſlage,” *' 
And ready h ſhould guard the fatal Way. 3 
Not ſee her! Oh I'll lads her in theſe Arms, 
Break thro' the idle Bands that yet have held me. | 
And ſetae the Joys my honeſt Love may elaim.. + + 
Lyc. Is this a Time for Joy? when Phedra's G rief 
7hef. Is this a Time for Grief ? Is this my e 
To Air, to Life, to Liberty, and Crete ?- 
et this I hop'd, when urg'd by ardent Love, 
wing d my eager Way to Phedra's Ama ;. 
Then to my Thoughts relenting Pedra flew, & 
With open Arms to welcome my Return 
With kind endearing Blame condemn'd my Raſhneſs,. 
And made me ſwear to venture out no more 
Oh my warm Soul, my boiling Fancy glow d 8 
With charming Hopes of yet untaſted Joys; 1 . uk SE 
New Pleaſures fill d my Mind, al Dan 5 Th 
Wars, Weunds, Defeats, in that — were loſt | 
And does ſhe now avoid my eager Love, 
Punſue me ſtill with unrelenting. Hatred, . 
Invent new Pains, deteſt, leath, ſhun my Sight, 42 


Fly my Return, and ſorrow for my Safety? 


Lyc. Oh think not ſo.! For by the unerring Gol. 
When firſt I told her of your wiſh'd Return 


When the lov'd Name of Theſaus reach'd her ſt 
At that dear Name ſhe rear d her drooping H 

Her feeble Hands, and wat'ry Eyes to Heav' _ 
T0 bleſs the bounteous Gods: At thardear — 


- 


* 
= 
” 
- 

* £ * 


36 8 and 8 | 


| Her Sighs were huſto d, and Tears forgot to flow. 55 
.  Theſ. Did my Return. bring Comfort tu her Sorrow? 
Then haſte, conduit me to the lovely Mourner: e 
On Þ will kits the pearly Drops away 5— + 
Suck from her 3 8 

With other 8 
With other Dews her ſwimming —— ſhall NE 


$ 1 her throbbing Heart ſhall beat, 


And all her Sorrews ſhall-be loſt in Love. 5 
c. Does Theſaus burn with ſuch unheard of Paſſion ? 
1 ſhe with out ſtretch d Arms receive him 7 


| . meet his Vows! 


Now with 


$ £ i 


II the wild Torrent of Sermhglaing Serra. 
S - ' N 
$4%-4:8 | | | P | 


The Vows of one ſo dear! Oh righteous Gods ! 
Why: mult the bleeding Heart of 7 he/eus bear 
Such tort ring Pangs? While Phædra, dead to ins 
No with accuſing Eyes on angry Heav'n, | 
it aim, v de. — pbraids the Gods; 
Grief, and humble Sin, 
Fixes her gloomy watry Ry Orb to Earth; ; 
Now burſtwith Laing Angyuiſh, rends the Skies 
With loud Complaints — her outrageous Wrongs. | 
* The. Wrong d! Is e And lives "Bnet 
who wrong d her? 
Ley be. He lives, ſo great, ſo happy, fo: belov'd; | 
That ere eee hope, ſcarce wiſh Revenge. 
Theſ, Shall Theſens live, and not revenge his PB, 


For quelling Tyrants, and redreſſing Wrengs, 
07 Now fail | ow firſt,” when Phodra's injur d, fail f 
19 no Eycon, haſte, declare the ſecret Villain, 
| fo 'meanly baſe to injure Pedra. 
| fone brave eee ee Coane 8 
. Lyc dare not ſpeak, t are mighty: 
Her Sighs, her hollow Groans; her flowing Tears 
Make me fuſpe her monſtrous Grief wil end her. 
Te, Kind her! Eud Theſaus finſt, and all Mankind; 
But moll that Villain, that deteſted Slave, 
That brutal Coward; that daris lurking Wretch. 
Type. Oh noble Heat of unexampl'd Love? 
This Flad hop's when in the midſt of Grief, 


. « 
— 


1 7 N 


: % 


| Pumprs ond ee 39 


Sue Mill involrd, fill call'd on Theſeus. 
 The/. Did ſhe then name me? Did the weepi 
Invoke my Name, regen Theſeus? (mer 
Oh that lov'd Voice u eg 3 | R 2 
Why then this Stay? I come, I fly, Oh Pau 
Lead e dark Diſturber Luary of Ps: 
If now thou” rt nes what e Irv 
you ſtax. 
, What! Ser when Pd all AT 


1 85 Oh l on my Knees, 
By all the Gods, my I begyou fay; ' 
As you veſpect your Pence, your Life, APY 18 
As Phedre's Days are precious to 
By all your Love, by all her Sorrows, ftay. (lay r 
1 1 Wherefore ſhould F 
' Lyc. Your ſudden Preſence would furprize her wa work 
| Renew the galling Image of her Wrongs, 
Revive her Sorrow, Indignation, Shame 


3 


And all your Son wow'd finke her from ans | 
* Thef- My Son ? But he's too good, too brave to 


r 

ence t ſhocking Sur- 

That Fright that ſeiz d him at the Name of F ada 
Eye. Was be ſurpriz d! That ſhew db at læaſt Remorſe. 
Theſ. Remorſe? For what? Dy Hows! ee troubled 


Preſage ſome tes Ancapt——: Say; wa ere IT; 
Lc. I wound not, — Yet I moſt'— This yon m- 
This Phedra orders; . _ 
Bad me unfold the guiſty Scene to Theſexs: - 
Thrice with loud Criesrecall'd me ow mp way, 
And blam d m Speed, and chid ur Se : 1 
Left the un e Tale ſhou d nom pee N 
At laſt, with Looks ſerenely ſad, ſhe cryd, 
Go tell it all; but in ſuch artful Words, k Levis 
Such tender Accents, r 
As may appeaſe his Rage, and move his Fir; 
As may ineline him bn ſe: we his Son 
A 2 * — Love... Gout? 
| Love]! What ſtrange Sufpicions wrack. my 
you regard my Pence, declare; Whas Love? | | 


Lye, © 


; 
x 


| Why muſt I peak ? Why muſt u 


„ f * * 2 = \ © 
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Lyc. So d. I muſt declare; yet, pe ne Han 
Ly ; 


Accuſe the Prince of impious Love to Phadra ? + 
Theſ. Love to his Mother, to the Wife of 745 & ' 
* Lyc. Yes, at the Moment firſt he view'd her * 


En at the Altar, when you join d your Hands, 


His eaſy Heart receiv'd the guilty Flame, 
And from that Time he preſs d her with his 8 
Del Then twas for this ſhe baniſh'd him from Crete; 


1 thought i it Hatred all: Oh righteous Hatred. 


Forgive me, Heav'n, forgive me, injur'd Phedra, 

That I in - Secret have condemn d thy Juſtice. 

Oh! "Twas all juſt, and The/eus ſhall revenge, 

Er n on his Son, revenge his Phedra's Wrongs. | 
© Lye. What eaſy [Tools are theſe blunt honeſt Heroes, 

Who with keen er gorge the naked Hook, 

Prevent the Bait the Stateſman's Art << pg 

And poſt to Ruin. — Go, believing, Feol, 


| * Gbatidy far: fam d Juſtice on thy Son, 


3 
& 
' 


5 x 


Le it ſhould work your Juſtice to bis Ruin, 


© Next on thylelf; and Roth make way for Lycon. 2 
2 Ha! Am I ſure ſhe's A ? Perhaps tis e 


Malice. +. ; 
Shave, - make it clear, make good your Accuſation, 


Or treble Fury fhall revenge my Son. : 
Am I then doubted ? And can faithful: Ly gon 


Us ht to forge ſuch execrable Falſhoods ?. 

Gods! When che C een unwillingly complains, . 

© Can youulped her? th? Oh.Godlike The/exs.!/ 
Is this the Love vou bear unhappy Phedra.? 
Is. this ber hop d fer Ad? Go, wretched Matron, 
Sigh to the Winds, and rend th' unpitying Heav'ns - 
With thy: vain: Sorrows ; fince relentleſs 7 Been. 


„ Thy Hope, thy Refuge, Tbeſaut, will not hear thee;..... - 
0 Tm Not hear my Phaara ! Bok nopengy ber 


Wrong? 


* Speaks; male thy Proofs, and then his Doom.is xd, 


As. when, - Jove 8 inen 
And Fate his Voice obeys, 
Lyc.. Bear Witneſs, ee 


With what ReldRance I produce this Sword, 
This fatal-Proof. agent thi unhappy Prince, 


* l R owo xyi1QilcllÞ .fyYvfii od 
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And prove he aim'd at Force as well as Inceſt. 
Thef. Gods! Tis IIluſion all ! Is this the Swore © 
By which Procrufles,, Scyron, Pallas fell ? 
Is this the Weapon which my darling Son 
Swore to employ in nought but Acts of Honour Þ. 
Now, faithful Youth, thou nobly haſt fulflFd + ft 
Thy gen'rous Promiſe. - Oh molt injur'd Phedra 85 1 1 
Why did I truſt to his deceitful Form? 8 
Why blame thy Juſtice, or ſuſpect tity Trutl!ꝰ | 
Lyc. Had you this Morn beheld his ardent Eyes, 
Seen his Arm lock'd in her difhevell'd Hair, 
That Weapon glitt'ring o'er her trembling Boſom, 
Whilſt ſhe with Screams refus d his impious Love, 
Entreating Death, and riſing to the Wound 3 
Oh! had you ſeen her, when the frighted Youth © + + 
Retir'd at your Approach; had you then ſeen: ber, _ 
In the chaſte Tran aſports of of becoming Fury, ' -. x7 
Seize on the Sword to pierce her guiltleſs Boſom, - \ + 
Had you ſeen this, you cou'd. not doubt her Truth. 


And may the Gods inſpire my injur'd Soul 


With equal Vengeance that may ſuit his Crime. 
Lye. Hor Lend Sales e V e 3 


Theſ. O impious Monſter! Oh e 2 


Tu wich new Pains would wound her tender 5 . OS 


Send him away from Crete, and by his Abſence 
Give Phædra Quiet, and afford him Mercy- 5 
Theſ. Mercy! For what! Oh! well has he wee 
Poor Phedra's Mercy.-—-—Oh moſt barb'rons 1 g K 
To wrong ſuch Beauty, and inſult ſuch Goodneſs. 
Mercy | What's that? A Virtue coin'd by Villains 
Who praiſe the Weakneſs which ſupports their W 
Be mute, and fly, leſt when my Rage is rous d, 
1 for thy ſe f in vain implore my Mercy. | 
Hyc. Dull Fool, I laugh at Mercy more than thou doſt; | 
More than I do the Juſtice thou'r: ſo fond of. 
.Now come, young Hero, to thy Father's Arms, 
Receive the due Reward of hgughty Virtue 33 — | 
Now boaſt thy Race, and laug — born Lycon. [Exits | 
| Enter Hippolitus; + 
Thiſ. Yet can it be? —Is this th* inceſtuous Villain? 
How great his Preſence, how ere& his Look ! | 
| 3 . Mother 
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2 Oh Mane Oh, Founder of dur, Race! - 
Why was he fram d with ſuch a ee eee 
Wjy wears he not ſome maſt deteſted . 
Balefuf to Sight, as horrible to Tho 

ef, +a 


ar I might act my Juſtice withour: 
e Villain, not regret the don? "fora 
2 May I e toaſk, who fda Cre ; 
in your Breaſt, and clouds your Royal Brow ? 


Why dart your awful Eyes thoſe Beams, 
SH An fright Hippolitus they us'd . 

Wo Toe Auer me firſt : When call d bo ngit on Phedrs, 
FE What Kaden Fear ſurpriz d your troubled Soul? 
Why did your ebbing Blood forſalce your Cheeks; 
hy did you haſten from your Father's ums, 
Te aue 'the-Quoen your Duty bids you pleaſe? * (ber, 
; _ My Lord, to ca de Quoon. Fm fre to hun 
: 21 cep: this hated: from her Ss 

Niet Ny, what's the Cauſe af har inet rata Hatred? 
Hip. My Lerd, as yet I never gave hen Cauſe: 


\ ber? 
4 — — la: amend her; Ou unhappy Queen-. 15 
Tam Fre /knawn; yet. J diſdain: to * yy 
Or to betray” a Fault myſelf have caus {fide 
eee e 
Anlwer me-direffly'; | 


'Thef. 
* =te-wifle with your Father's R 
Ep: My Lk, his very Morn | fas the Queen. 


b pat? 
i wh 1 ad Permiſſion to rene 


"The And was - 
Lord, I humbly- 
eee. Wr more. beg 


2 Vet you don't anſwer with your low Submiſ- 


5 = 1 eee 1 . 


e LA. Wen aft d you at 


er, or never hope to ſee me more (ſions. 


54 Hip. Too much he knows, I fear, without my telling; 
Audi the por Queen's betray'd, and loſt far ever. [4/ide. 
 Thef. He changes, Gods and faulters at the Queſtion : 
ee . his Looks declare him guilty. 


, 


_ Up. Viiy da youformm my Lend? Way * 
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PHADRA, aud; Hir POLIEUS! 43 
As from. ſome loathſome Monſter,, not your Sen? 
The/. Thou ant thar Monſber, and no more my Son. 
Nat. one of .thoſe of the moſt hoxrid Form., 1 
which my by A pa i baten ke. 
=: half (6 fp to my Sight. as. thun. 
Hip. Where am I. Gods 15 that my Fucker Tab 
Am T awake ? Am. L Hiphohizs f 
The/. Thou. art that Fiend — Thou. art Hoagolitus.” 4 
Thou art ! Oh Fall, Ob fatal Stain.to-Honour ! > 
How had mz vain Imagination formed thee ? 1 
Brave as Alcides, and as: Manes juſt? N 
Sometimes it led. me thro! the Maze of Watz vr 21 is, 
There it ſuryey'd thee ranging; thro” the Field, 
Mowing dawn Troops, and dealing out Peſtruction: 1 
Sometimes with. wholeſome. Baws 3 io 
Crowning their happy Joys with Peace b. o 
While y | 
FH With all my Father's Soul inſpir d. 
Burnt with 1 Thirſt of early Honaurt,. 
To hunt thro' peek Fields che Chaſe. of Glory. 
And; bleſs your e like your o.] n. 1 | 
r o my throbbing Heart 


of my Father's, ] 
Wien e jou nd ſtrain me im your Wing Army, 
And with kind and with ſobbing Joys 
Commend my Valour, and confeſs your Soil 485 
How did [ think my glorious Tail 546%: 710 | 
Ehen great indeed, and in my Father's Love, 15 
With more than Conqueſt crown d:? Cn en, e. 
Go tread the rugged Paths of daring. Honour ; 
Practiſe the ſtrich and auſtereſt Virtue, 
720 all the rigid Laws . 
Beſeus F Theſeus 7 
- Theſs e es a -as Mina wou'd reward | 
Was Mjnos then thy Pattern! And did. Mines; (cee. 
The Great, the Good, the Juſt, flee Nights Fans: 
The Judge of Hell, and Oracle of Earth, 15 
Did he _ ee r and Inceſt? | 


i Jan Hal Wings disÞ 1.547 WC 
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"th Flas we Sabre 5 


Hip. This c unexpected, ſo amazing, , 
So new, ſo ſtra poſſible to Thought. 
Stuns my 'd Soul, 2 ties my Voice. (Sword, 


TBV. "Thien let this wake -thee, this once r 


| With which thy Father arm'd thy Infant _ 


Not for this Purpoſe: Oh abandon'd Slave ! 7 
 Ohearly Vilkin ! Moſt deteſted Coward! e 


A 


Wich this my Inftrument of youthful Glory? 


With this ? Oh noble Entrance into Arms! i | 


Wich this Cinvade the ſpotleſs Phædra's Honour? 
Pb! — Life, my better half, my . 1 

That very Pedra, for or whoſe juſt Defence LIE 
EE: The Gods wort chim thy Sword. Herb ag oh 


Hip. Atiandinent | 1 Death! 


Hlleavns ! Durſi I raiſe the far. fam 'd Sword — 
; _ Againſt his Queen; againſt my Mother's Boſom ? © 1 


Thef. If not, declare when, where, and how you loſt it? 
How, Phedra'gain'd it? Oh all the Gods He 8 filent., 


Why was it bar'd ? Whoſe Boſom was it aimd at? 


1 pi ry Honour, yet preſerve my Faith? © 
| None! None, ye Pow'rs! And muſt I groan beneath 


. Thi FR, and Earth; I mark it not from-one, 


\ What meant thy Arm advme d, thy glowing Cheeks, 


boos tee Heut Eyes? Oh Vilkin! Monſtrous Vil- 


e 
Hip. Ho there no Way, , no Thought, no K 
No to guide me thro this gloomy EO F 


This execrable Load of foul Diſhonour ? 


Nast The/eur ſuffer ſuch unheard of Torture: 
Mon my Father! o, I'll break tro ali; 5 . 


All Oaths, all Vows, all idle Imprecations, 


'T'give them to the Winde. Hier me, vy Lord!" 


Hear your wrong'd Son. The Sword—O fatal Vow! 


4 : Enſnaring Oaths and thou, -rafh (00%, ron * 
| _ To bind thy ſelf in voluntary Chains; 
| Yet to thy fatal Truſt continue firm i 


Beneath Diſgrace, tho inſamous, yet VIPS 
Yet hear me, Father, may the righteous Gods 


| | 3 Show 'r all their Curſes on this wretched Head, 


Oh may they doom me 
Dee. Yes, the Gods „ o e 
The Sword. the Sword l Now ſwear, and call to witneſs 


 Pn@apra ard Hipeoliros. 45 


That breathes beneath ſuch complicated Guilt. 


— 


| ' Provent the gulty Day t 
Ev n at the Time you heard your e, 


Hip. Was that like Guilt, when with expanded * 


8 ſprang to meet you at your wilh'd Return? 


Does this appear like Guilt? When thus n. 
With Eyes erect, and Viſage unappall d. 
Fix d on that awful Face, 1 ſtand the ow 

Amaz'd, not fearing : Say,. if am 


Where ins tha" ed orgdad Totks, cha Ws 
Now fluſhing nal. the down-caft hagyer'd Eyes, 


Or fix'd on Farth or ſlowly rais d to catch 

A fearful View, then ſunk again with Horror? _ 
"The. This is for raw, untaught, unfiniſh'd Villains, 

Thou in th Bloom haſt reach d th' abhorr d Perfection: 3 

Thy even Looks cou'd wear à peaceful Calm, 


The beauteous Stamp, (oh Heavens!) of faultleſs Virtae, 


While thy foul Heart contriv'd this horrid Deed. 


Oh harden'd Fiend, can't ſuch' tranſcending ER N 
Diſturb thy Soul, or ruffle thy ſmooth Bro-? 
What no Remorſe I no f ne pricking Pangs! 


No feeble. Strugg leof r Honour 


O "twas thy Joe Thy ſecret hoard of Bliſs WL. 


To dream, to ponder, act it o'er in thought; 3 

To doat, to dwell on; as rejoicing Miſers e 5 | 

Brood o'er their precious Stores of ſecret Gold. 1 
Hip. Muſt I not ſpea ak? Then ſay, unerring Heay' 'n, 

Why was I born with ſuch a Thirſt of Glory 7 


Why did this eg ar to my Puder! | 


Why did not pitying Fate with ready Death 


e. Guilty indecl. 


And ſuch a Father, (oh immortal Gods !) 


l, 


As held thee dearer th his Life and Glory; | 
When thou 198 rend the Skies With. clam” 7 
Beat thy {ad Breaſt, and tear thy farting Hair; (Grief, 


Then to my Bed to force your impious Way; 


Wich herrid Luft t inſult my yet warm : 


Make me the Scorn of Hell, and Sport for V Fiends 1 
Theſe are the Fun ral Honours paid to Theſeus, 
"Theſe are the Sorrows, theſe the hallow'd Rites, _ _ 


"BY which, RI 49 call 99k Lal, s hoy ring e 
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Fab Imena. e i 
hm: "Hear me, mp Lord, Cer yet you fix kis Doom: 
| CTurnin to Theſeus. 
1 Ke that comes to ſhield his injur'd Honour, 
And guard his Life with Hazard of her um. 
Tie. Tho' thou'rt the Davg hter of my Yael Fob | 
Tho' even thy Beauty's To S 0 my Des, 1 
Wet Juſtice; bids ine hen thee. | (4 8 
| eee Thus d ow. . 
Then ROT; miſtaken Prince, his honeſt Soul 
Cou'd ne'er he ſway d by! impious Love to DAE 
Since T before engag'd bis early Vows; © © 
"With all my Wiles ſubdv'd his ſtruggling Heart; 
5 long his ſtruggles With is Love. 
we 1225 rec, 1 this true; On thy Obedience, 1 
So char: 'd, T own the dang tous Truth; 1 00 
= 1475 ber Wall, Tlov'd, 'the Fair Vena. Ibn, hes 
1 The Theſ.. Cant. thou be only clear d by Bebe. 
And juſitity'd,by Crimes What! love my Foe ! 
Love one deſcended from 2 Race of 'Tyrants, " : 
Whoſe Blood yet wreaks on my. ave pg Sword! q 
I'm curs'd-each. Moment I delay 7 33 
Hfaſte to che Shades, and tell the happy Falles 5 
 J/mene's Flames, and let him taſte foch Joys © 
As thou giv'it.me ; g tell applanding N 95 „ 
The pious Lobe you bore lis Dau hte Be 5 
Tell it the chatt* ring Ghoſts, and ln 3 
Tell it the grinning Fiends, till Hell Tat 6 
To thy pleas d Ears but Padre and Nena. 
Enter Cratander. 


rene, 


** 
. 


Seit him, Cratander, take this 10 Seen 
Let his own Hand avenge the C x need of 
And bid him die, at leaf like "Fin n 115 5 ; 
Take him auay and execute my Orders, _ 0 5 5 5 
Hip. 75 1. ' How that Rakes tie flo, it wounds | 
m u 8 oy z 
Ta ink of your. unutterable Sor de) 1 2 fy 


When you ſhall find H- lippolitus was guiltleſs ! aer 

Viet when you know the Innocence you doom d, 
When you ſhall movrn your Son's e fe 
Dh: T deſoneh you by the Love you boreome, | 
0 ith my laſt Words. (my Words will then prevail) 

Oh for (bs mes forbear to touch your ans Nor 


* o 


Pn dun and HirpportTus. 47 

Nor wound again Hippolitas in Theſeus... +244 
Let all my Virtues, all my Joys ſurvive - 
Freſh in your Breaſt, but Ge Woes forgot; 
The Woes which Fate, and not my Father, wrought. 
Oh! let me dwell for ever on your Thoughte, 
Let me 8 ſtill, but not 9 d. » | 

Te. n thy chief Care is for th 
Oh blooming Hypocrne'! Oh young „ 
Well haſt thou ſhewn'the Care (hem, Wan of Theſes, . I 
Oh all ye Geds ! How this enflames my Fury! 5 
L ſcarce can hold my Rage; my eager 'H pf 


Tremble to reach thee. o, dibonour d 7 bees 1 
Blot not thy Fame with ſueh a Monſter 8 Blood ; 
Snatch him away. 


Hip. Lead on. Farewel — 
fn. Oh! Take me with him, let me ſhare div Fate, 
O awful 7. heſeus'! Yet revoke his Doom : 5 0 
See, ſee the very Miniſters of Death, 7 
Tho! {bred to Rlood, yet ſhrink, and vin to Mer Mig 
Theſ. Slaves, Villains, tear her from him, ent her 
Arms off. | 
Jan. Oh! Tear me, cut me "ill my ee e 
Grow to my Lord, and Thare the Pains he ſuffers. 
Thef. Villains away.” 
tm. *O'Thefeus / Hear me, toe a,” 


The ML Any, wor taintme with thy Joathſome we 
Im. Seay, ob ſtay! Tu cell TH Ml.” 


Already gone—Tell it, ye confHon! mam "$3 FEA] 
Bear it, ye Winds, upon your pitying Wi 5 WA; | 
Refound it, Fame, with all your SY | 


Oh hapleſs Youth; All Heav'n conſpires e you.” by 
The eonſeieus Walls conceal the fatal Secret: "i 
Th' untainted Winds refuſe ch ifffected Load, Katt 15 


And Fame itfelf is mute.—-Nay n 2 3 
Thy own 4/mena's {worn to thy Deſtruction. Ki 

But iſtill, whatcer the "cruel Gods defipn, © | 
In the ſame Fate our equal Stars combine, 

Ang he.who dooms thy Death, pronounce mine, 
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48 PRADA and Hiro fTrus. 


„e. 
Enter Phædra and Lycon. 


8 . N D Oh on m Knees beg you, 


By all the Gods, recal the fatal Meſlage. 


- - Heav'n! will you ſtand the dreaded Rage of Theſeus ? 


And brand your Fame, and work your own Deſtruction? 
Pd. By thee I'm branded, and by thee deſtroy d: 


Thou Boſom Serpent, thou alluring Fiend ! 
Vet ſhan't you boaſt the Miſeries you cauſe, 
Nor ſcape the Ruin you have brought on all. 
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Lyc. Was it not your Command ? Has faithful Lycos 


E'er ſpoke, e er thought, deſign' d, contriv'd, or acted? 
Has he done ought without the Queen's Conſent ? 

Pad. Plead ſt thou Conſent to what thou firſt in- 
Was that Conſent? O ſenſeleſs Politician! ( ſpir dſt? 
When adverſe Paſſions ſtruggl'd in my Breaſt, 
When Anger, Fear, Love, Sorrow, Guilt, Deſpair 
- Drove out my Reaſon, and uſurp'd my Soul. 
Vet this Conſent you plead, O faithful Lycon, 
Ohl only zealous for the Fame of Ph-ara / 


With this. you blot my Name, and clear your own ; 
And what's my Frenzy, will be call'd my Crime: 


What then is thine? Thou cool deliberate Villain, 
Thou wiſe forethinking, weighing Politician ! 


_ Lye. Oh! "Twas ſo black, my frighten'd Tongue 
At its own Sound, and Horror ſhook my Soul. (recoil'd 


Vet Rill, tho pierc'd with ſuch amazing Anguiſh, 
Such was my Zeal, ſo much I lov'd. my Queen, | 
I broke through all, to ſave the Life of Phæ dra 


.Pþhed. What's Life? Oh all ye Gods ! Can Life atone 
For all the monſtrous Crimes by which tis bought? 
Or can I live? When thou, oh Soul of Honour 


115 Oh early Hero ! by my Crimes art ruin'd. 
Perhaps ev'n now the great unhappy Youth 


Falls by the ſordid Hands of butchering Villains; 


Now, now he bleeds ! he dies Oh perjur'd Traytor! 
See, his rich Blood in Purple Torrent flows, 
And Nature ſallies in unbidden Groans ; 
Now mortal Pangs diſtort his lovely Form, 


*% 


His roſy Beauties fade, his ſtarry Eyes 


\ 


r OGoO-wa4HLd]pTYI2ItaS=Z%zZ 


S rr 


N- 


: 


ie 
'd 


do ſtrong Abbo her = | 


= 4 td es 34 
8 * x 


8 
Now in . 
And . 
And, 1 5 
55 
> 118 


e ee 
Be TR Ha dy 1. not; 
She heats 15 55 Fa e ont ® 
hae a n Y 42 Nanu 27 Ho ro L 
Toe 975 Hh 2 
The ere i 
T0 Qt 55 i | (13 198 9745 e 


Ef t . Fr OOTY 


And all my T 
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And in a Mom K 125 the 
Pd. bis 9 5 E,*approa He: 
5 as the N cies 'of ] 
hef. Amaz eath' 
What can 47 0 


ul it Br this Your, Fan ac Soar” 125 
Wich eager We "and thtgultuous oa _ 
Ev'n painful Joys... and Avoniesof BHs. 
Did for this ond my Saba Call, : 
And fly wit trem ing Halte to ject ber Aud? 
An 9 8 " 
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76% Forge 
Pie, Can 1 forget? r drive im om my Soul 
- Ob} he will fill be prelent to.my Fiel 
His Words will — eccho-j 15 TO) var is baA 
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Tbe very mention ſhakes my inmoſt Soul: 
ue. 8 are ſtartl d in on 5 5 1 op 
And ns at the ſhocking Sour, 
Thou 1 5 Wretch W N exe ONE. Mo! 
To break thro all ale. Laws tl flow |, N. Ivy 
From untaught f aud Ange uick Man, teu 
Mix like. w ſenſeleſs Herd. with eta Luft, ne e 0 C 
Mother and Son prepoſterouſly wicked! X : FE , 
To baniſh from thy Soul the Reverence due 3 
To H nour, Nature, and the genial Bec. 
And injure one lo great ig 890d as Theſexs. / 1 

The/.c To injure. ons fo. gx 2 85 od as Fa! g 
Oh Slave ! ta wrong ſuch 3 e 
565) dazling Brightaeſs, ſuch exalted Vitwe: © 
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PDR did HH 51 
Phed. Virtue! All- ſeeing Gods, you know xr deg 
Muſt I ſupport all this *-Q- righteous Heaven: 
Can't I yer ſpake ? Rep; bach I could have bome, > 
Pointed/hisSatires Stings; and edg'd his Ruge ; 
But to be prais'd—Now Minos, T'defy theey! 
Ev'n all-thy/dreadful Magazines of Paildse) 7 197 bi”. 
Stones, Furies, Wheels ate EW: to What T uber, 
And Hell itſelf s Relief. 85 1g 15 34% 
' Theſ. What's Hell to FR: 7 ſches 
What Crimes could thou commit? Or what e 
Cou'd Innocence ſo pure as Phedra's fear? 
Oh thou'rt the chaſteſt Matron of thy amen, 
The faireſt Pattern of excelling Virtu . 
Our lateſt Annals ſhall record thy Glory 
The Maid'e Example, and the Matron' Theme: | * 


Fach ſkilful Artiſt ſhall expreſs-thy Form, 


In animated Gold. The threatning Sword 
Shall hang for ever o'er thy ſnowy "rea F 
Such heav'nly Beauty on thy Face ſhall bloom, 
As ſhall almoſt excuſe'the Villain's Crime; - 
But yet ſach Firmneſs, ſuch unſhaken Virtuc, 
As Ft ſhall make the Monſter more deteſted. 
Where e'er 'yvu- oO the crouded Way ſhall ſounßeg 
With joyſul Cries, and endleſs — fs N 
And when aſpiring Bards, in daring Strains al 
Shalt raiſe ſome heav'nly Ma: ron to the ies "Cs 
They'll lay, ſhe's great, ſhe's true, ſhe's chaſte as Phe- 
Phed. This might have been —But now, oh. cruel 
Now, as I paſs; the croùded Way ſhall ſound as, | 
With hiſſing Seorn, and mu Deteſtatien: 
The lateſt Annals ſhall record ys tame e: 
And when th' avenging Muſe with pointed. _ Ma F 
Wou'd fink ſome inpious Woman 1325 0 Hell, 
She'll ſay, ſhe's falſe; ſhe's baſe, ſhe's foul as Phadra. 
The/. Hadſt thou been foul, had horrid ane 3 
Caſt any Stains on Parity: like thine;:./ 1 
They're wafh'd already in the Villains. Blood + 2595 
The very Sword, has t of Horror, 1 jak 760 4 
E er this Time drenchid in is inceftaous: 8 - I 
fe Ty 0 perform _ 2 My 5 
us it to At 2 A; [i ater eſe 
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52 PND A Hirroufrus 


Fer this the Prince is dead; -I ſaw Oratazider 51 
Dire him a Sword I ſaw/ him; boldly take 5 
Rear it on high, and point it to his Breaſt. 
With iteady Hands, and with diſdainful Locks, 
As one — ner „ bus ſcorp d to die, 
And not in Battle:=A Jaud Clamour follow ds 
And the ſutroundipg Soldiers hid m irgm Sight, ? 
But all pronounc'd him dead. 191 £3; f + 4 ; 
Fe 0d eee een he chen dead 2 Tmand: 
Tbeſt Ves, yes, he's dead; and dead by my Ham- 
And in cwiasdeadf Act of mournful Jaſtice, | | | 
1 m more renown'd;than;in-my dear: bought 3 
_ © Phed. Then thou'rt renown'd indeed; = Oh happy 
Oh only-worthy: of the Love of /Phedral,. [Theſeus ! 
Haſte then, let's join our well-met. Kanes weren. 
Unite for ever, and defy the Gods, 1 > EY 84 
To ſhew a Pair ſo eminently wretched:: 
Theſ* Wreeched|! for what 2 . what che World mat 
Fr) praiſe! ag 0355 5 
For maar — Nations ſhall adore. my Juthee, | 
A Villa 's Death? Eile N 
8 Phed. Hipgolitus, | 2 Villaial 
Oh, he: ws all bis Ged-like Sire could wiſh, 
The Pride of T heſens, and the Hopes of Crete. | 
Nor did the braveſt of his God-hike Race, | 
| Xo with ſach early Hopes the paths of Honour. | 
756. What can this mean Declare, ee 
n + haedra; 


Asa. hende fiele hiking Sul of-caing Bag 
Why are thy doutied-Speaches ˙ and aroabl'6, 


As Cretan Seas when vexi&by: warring V 

Why is a Villainzowich alternate Pafion n 
Accus d and pra detetd ad kerle: br 

ie Cab' then not gheſe : 10 ja 

Can'ſt thou not read it in. my! furious Poſlions ? 

In all the wild diſorders! of my Saul 


|  Coud'ſt thbu nũt: ſee itiin the no — 21 N 45 


That urg d che during Vouth te Ads lof — f | 
. Coud'ſi b thos dou6ad-iDin the generous Truth, 
Which ſparkl'd in his Eyes, and openi'd! in-bis Face 8 
Coud'ſknot perceive it in the chakteiReſerve 2: ? 


God-like AQ, 
on every * dach FS, 
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PHRDRA and Hreyour r 5g 
Cou'dſi thou not ſee Hi was guildeſs?' [mean? ; 
Theſ. Guiltleſs 1: Oh Ul ye-Godsl What can 'this{ . 
Phad. Mean! det un Galle thine; that FN 
bene non Rus G. DBA, 
The Maid's Example and the Matron's Theme, - 1 
With beſtial Paſſion woo'd your loathing Son 
And when deny'd, with impious Accuſation, 7 
Sully'd the Luſtre of his ſhining Honour: Lee's 541 
Of my own Crimes accus d the auldef Youth, 
; And: = n Vina, 
I try'd » vain to 
| 062-212 / i Theſe Is he then n 
4 Guiltleſs! Then what art thou? and ch lub lesen k 10 L 
0 What a deteſted Parricide ie Theſeus ? a 
| Phead. What am I?: What indeed, but one mere 
Than Earth, or Hell e'er bore !: O hoeeld ene 5 
Of Crimes, and Woes, - ok Parricide and Ince 3 
Perjury, Murther! To arm the erring Fatben 
Againſt the guiltleſs Son ! O impious Hen! 
In Nhat a Hell of Woes thy Arts have — me. 
Thel. N * _ Guards. on. moſt abandon 4 
aind-:; >. it 
Secure him. tze him, drag . 4 Piccemeal: Licker. 4 
Dnater Guards. [pleaſure? 
3 Who has, my Lord, — your high Diſ- 
| The/. Who can it be, ye Gods, but perjur'd Zycon'#4 
$ Who can-inſpire ſuch Storms of Rage, but Lycen , 
Where has my Sword left one ſo. black, but Lycon?' / 
Where !. Wretched-Thefeus! in thy Bed and Heart, N 
The very Darling of my Soul and Eyes! 
Oh beauteous Fiend ./ but truſt not to. Hy Form ; 
You too, my Son, was fair; your manly: Beauties | 
Charm'd every Yar; (0 Hear! n * to v Dee . 
ens zug bus at 107 
You too were — Ke gh your virtuous Soul abborr'd 
The Crimes for Wich you dy'd. Oh impious e 9 
Inceſtuous Fury l Execrable Murth'reſs !- 520 y 
Is there Revenge on Earth, or Pain in Hell, J 
Can Art invent, or boiling ig Rage wage, 5 
Ev n endleſs Torture, which 1 t dos ſalfer?, 
N Phed. And is there ought on Earth I would not ſuf-⸗ 
q N were there * 3 my Crimes, 5 7” 


hi * 


Thau mned'ſt not claim it; maſt Tek 
From any Hands butonine: F aten . — Fate 

TY ceatt the thexcefb Pains, and:ifue: 

And Phedra's Suff rings ſhou'd atone for'thine ; 
Ev'n nowy r fall A Victim to u d 


'Fortures.z + 4 


1 Z 9 


Ev'n now a fatal Draught works out my ee 1 


Ev'n now it curdles in my ſhrinking Veins 
The . Blood, and freezes atimy Teartt. 


Due: 2111 Ioycon agu in. n 1368 


756 Rat thou eſep'd my Wrath ? Vet, impibus 


aK Lyco l oi lte 4 TT * 


on thee AMeinpty an my Hpard bf Vengeance 45 


1 Aud glas n beundlefe Rage. way r eee, 


01 Mercy ; Meveyt 


23% Such Male thou find; is thy beſt Deeds "XY | 


Bauch as thy guihy Soul dan hope from heat; 
TH Such as thou iſhew'dit to OO Hippolitury tt nin) 
| Lyc. Ok: chain met: Walt 8 Let me beake Seon 
Olf ſordid Rabbles, and inſalting Crowds : 
Give me bur: Life, Ad tales ie Life moſt wretched. 
5 bad. Ait thou fo bafe, ſo ſpirirleſs a Siure? 
NM Not ſo the lovely Youth thy Arts haveruit'd, 

Not ſo he bore the Fate to which 500 dom-d him. 
7. Ob, abject Villain Yer it gives me Joy, | 
Fo ſee the Fears {that ſhake thy: guilty Soul) + 
Enhance thy Critzes, and antedare thy Woe! : .\ 

Oh — 1 tipwl thy fearful Soul away'? * 10 
While laughing Crowds (hail ecchdito/thy Cries, / 


And make Fa their Sport. „Rate, == 


with him be you tor: . 1 


Drag him to all the Torments Eurth can Farniſh z * 
Let him be rack'd and gaſh'd, impal'd alive; _ =» 
Phben let the mangl'd Monſter, fd on high, 
Grin 0' of; the n e Crowds, and Flat mer ves. 
iT} n 9 
| And is Wrap all? And art thou new appr 7 
Win this atone for poor Hippolitur Pr i yn” 
AY Oh ungorg'd Appetite !- Oh rav'nous' Thirſt , 
= Of Son's Blood ! What, not a Day A 8 
; POOR A Da 1 ee! O tebos Thould'' 
have flaid 


Y Years, Ages, ach Row of nn Time,” 
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Pampzaund Hir rorrrus. * 
Efer touch the Life 1 Vouth. 

The/. And yet 0 to his-DeſtruRion, 4 
Boaſted his 3 and triumph di i in hie Nur Non 9: 
Not this I promis d to hid dying Mother, te! 
When in her mortal Pangs ghing gave me r {464 
The laſt cold Kiſſes — Lips door e 
And reach'd-her feeble wand ti to mine, 
When her laſt Breath, nom quiv ring ar her _—_ 


Implor'd my Goodneſto'herl d 8 8 
To her HippDα He, alas't: deſcends, | ws 
An early ViRim to the lazy Shades, 2 : 


(Ob Heat'n and Earth !) by Theſes AO . 
'Phed. — doom d by 2 beſts, but eue by 
0 P dra, 80 
By Phedra' s Madneſs, and Ne Lice? s Hatred. 
Vet with my Life IL expiate my Frenzy, 1015 
And die for thee,” my headlong Rage ns 5 e 
1 hee I purſue, (or great ill-fared Fou) 
thee ſtill, 32 now with chaſte Defires n 
= thro" the diſmal Waſte of gloomy Death; | 
Thee, thro* the glimm' ring Dawn, md, purer Day: 5 
Thro all th EHi,“Gỹ Plains: O righteous Mön? 7 1 
Ely/fian Plains! There he and his 7 n'a 
Sho ore, ſhall for ever drink | 159 
Immortal Love; while I far off ſhall howl':- 7 
In lonely Plains; ** ile all che blaekeſt — 1 rad” 
Shrink from the baleful Sight of one more —_— 


And more accurſt than they. 


Die,, I tod muſt Ig 2666 7 

I too. muſt once more fee the burning: Shore 
Of livid Acheron, aid black Cocyfu, e 
Whence no Altider will releaſe me now. [together : 

_ Phed. Then why this Stay? Come on, let's Plunge. 
See Hell ſets wide its Adamintine Gates, © 
See thro''the ſable Gates the Black Cootus 
In ſmoaky Circles rolls its fiery Waves 51 
Hear, hear the ſtunning Harmonies of Woe, 3 
The Din of rattling Chains, of claſhing Whi + 
Of Groans, of loud Complaints, of piercing rating 
That wide thro” all its gloomy World reſound ! 


How huge Mzgara ſtalks ! what fireaming Firts,” ; 4 
Ele from hef Brin Eyes! what Serpents e : 


56 Pn ard Hirrorrrus 


In borrid Wreaths, and hif around ber Head e 


Now, eker wrden, od Fo, at 
See how the awful Judges of the Dead n. Ni 


Look ſtedfaſt Hate, aud horrible Diſmay 1. 1 8 
See Mines turns away his loathing 


Eyes, 
Rage choaks his ſtru ting Words 2 the £ fatal be 


Drops from his tremblin ag Hand] Olly Gola 
What, Licon here Ob — Villain!“ 


Then am I fill on Earth ', By Hell L am,. 5 


A Fury now, a Scourge preſer v'd for Lycos fir 


See, the juſt Beings offer to my Vengeance 
That impious Slave f Now Lyebn, for Revenge; | 


% 


Thanks, 'Heav'n, tis here. I' teal: it to his 1 


[Mifaking Theſeus for Lycon, offers to flab him. 1 
Guards, Heav'ns l Fis your Lord. 


Ep Phad. My Lord! O equal Heaven 
| Muſt each portentous Moment riſe in Crimes. 


And ſallying Life go off in Parricide 2 


Then . not thy flow Drugs. Thus ſure of Ds. | 
[Stab — 1 


Compl it thy Homors——A d if chis ſafice not. 


Thou, Mios, do the reſt FT 


7556 At length ſhe's quiet, "Ihe 
And Earth now bears not ſuch a Wretch as. en 
Yet I'll obey Hippolitzs, and live: 6 90 7 
Then to the Wars; and as the Corpbasrinsz, 2086 595 


Wirk laſhing Shields, and. braying Trumpets Se x 
4 The Cries of Infant Jove. — P I flifle Conſcience,, . , 
And Nature's Murmurs in the Din of Arms. * i 


But what are Arms to me? He is not dead. 
For whom I fought ? For whom my hoary 

Glow'd. with the boiling Heat. of Youth in r 
How then to drag a wretched Life beneath, 

An endleſs Round of ſtill returning Woes, 110 a 
And all the gnawing Pangs of vain Remorſe 5 oth 


What Torment's this?: Therefore, O greatly thought 1 


Therefore do Juſtice on thy ſelf, and live; 

Live above all moſt infinitely wretched. 90 

I/mena too !Nay, then avenging Heay' . 
Iſmena enters. 

Has vented all its Rage.—O wretched Maid EL 

Why Go thou come to ſwell my raging TR? 
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PA DRA HippotitTus. 57 
Why add to Sorrows, and embitter Woes? 
Why do thy mournful Eyes upbraid my Guilt? 

Why thus recal to my afflicted Soul, 
The ſad n of my God-like Son, 
Of that dear Youth; my Cruelty has ruin d)! 
1m. Ruin d O all ye Powers O awful Theſeus ! 
Say, may my Lord? Says: where has Fate diſpos d 
im? 
Oh ſpeak !. the Fear Aidrakte me. | 1:4 
The /. Gods can I ſpeak? 127 
Can I declare his Fate to his Iſnena 
Oh lovely Maid! Coud'f thou admit of Comfer, 
Thoũ ſhou'd for ever he my only Care, 1 
Work of my Life, and Labour of my Nen 10 
For thee alone, my Sorrows, lull'd, ſhall ceaſee 
Ceaſe for a while, to mourn my murther d 1 : 
For thee alone my Sword once more ſhall rage, 
Reſtore the Crown, of which it robb'd your, Race: 
Then let your Grief give way to Thoughts of Empire ; 
At thy own. Athens reign... The happ PROS +: 
Beneath thy eaſy Voke with Pleaſure t 3 74052 
And think in thee their own Miner ua reighs. Q.. p77 
I}. 1741 then reign 2 Nay, muſt I live we | 
af 3s aao 11 
Not ſo, 7255 God like Youth, you lov'd Bene! 
You, for her ſake, refus'd the C. etan Empire,. 
And yet a nobler Gift, the Royal PHαπα rs. 
Shall I then take a Crown, a,. guilty Cr ] rn, 8 
From the relentleſs Hand that dodm'd- SORE: 
Ok ! 'tis in Death alone I can: i 
And thus 1 find it. L233) ee een e 
44 nee iy 36 : Exter Hippalius, eU FL | 
2 Hip O forberr, . 7 
Forbear, chaſte Maid. to wound thy tender Boſom ; 
Oh Heav'n and Earth I ſhou'd ſhe reſolve to die, 
And ſnatch all Beauty from the widow'd Earth ? | 
Was it forme, ye Gods I ſhe'd fall a 'Victim >- 
Was it for me bed die? O heavenly Virgin! - 
See, ſee thy own) Hippolztur, who 6 | 
And hopea to inte fer thee. Tr ear 190 
Iſn. Hiphelitas 1 $3; Yi 
Am a Lalire or dead? Is this Ras, 


4 
as. 


1 
412 
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58 Prana andHlippotires. 

"Tis he, tis all Hippolitas——Ar't well 5 

Art thou not wounded ?' OY 

= Thek Oh unhop'd-for Joy! ; 

"BF Stand off, and let me fly into his Arms; | 

” Speak, lay what God, What Miracle oreſerw'd this?” 

* Did'ſt thou not ſtrike thy Father's eruel Prefect, WY 
My Sword, into thy Breaſt?? A 

Hip. I AF 4t there, 

But turn'd it from myſelf, and flew Crataxder 3. WY 
The Guards, not truſied with his fatal Orders, 
Granted my Wiſh, and brought me to the King: 


Y I ſear'd not Death, but cou'd not bear the Thought 

. Of Tbeſeus Sorrow, and 1/mena's Loſs; » 
Therefore I haſten'd to your Royal Preſence, | 5 
Here to Weffef my Dom. 01 


Tee, Be this thy Dog, 
To live ſor ever in 1/mena's Arms. 


Four Courage, Truth, your Innocence and Love, 
Amaze and charm Mankind; and rule that Empire, 
For which in vain your Rival Fathers ae 8 <2 
In. an Joy | 6 + es 
g 20801 A5 Hip. Oh Extaſy of Mis * 
, aml poſſeſs d at laſt of my Vena 
Of that Celeſtial Maid ! oh pitying Gods! 
How ſhall 1 thank your Bounties for my der: 
For all my Pains, and all the Pangs Toe borne? 
Since twas to them I ewe divine Iſmona, © 


Yet there's a Pain lies heavy on my Heat. 

Ter the diſaſtrous Fate of hapleſs Pda. : 
The : Deep, was her Anypilh, for the Wrong he 

3 . 

= KLhe choſe >. die, and in her Death deplord 

=. Pour Fate, and not her own, $159, 

Hip. I've heard it 1 

O! had nat Paſion ſully'd her Renown, © ) 

None e'er on Earth had ſhone with 252 Lale, 

So glorious liv'd, or ſo lamented dy 


= Her Faults were only Faults of raging Love, 

3 es Virtues all-ber'own. 155 
.. Uabappy . 
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Go, beav'nly Pair, and with your dazling. Vina: Fl 


To them Lowe the dear Conſent of Ter. ner 
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Ey' n in my Hero's Arms confeſs ſome Sorrow. 


För All the 


Th A 


PuaDn A and Hir rorirus. 5g 


Was there bo other Way; ye pitying Poνπ mm 
No other Way to crown 14 meta's Love? bit „„ 
Then muſt I ever mourn 5 eruel Fate, 


And in the midſt of my triumphant Joy, „„ 8 


The/. © tender Maid! forbear with ill- tim d Grief, © 5 
To dãmp rr; 1 and incenſe che 'Gods ; 1 
rea Pay End Heay's gar J „ 
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15 lu Har Fayour Wrought 
Thide Bens. 8. W han Feb d eri 
From te th Crimes and endleſs Moes. Ws 
1 _— 'me, 'ye" Kings that rule the Wo 8. 1 
| . teddy” Jaſtice ſway, Tel 
K. de with ceftain Vengeance pay, 
But til Wache clear, the Stroke . 
. rightebus Get Innocen uire, 
Protech the: Goodnefs which eo oo e 5 
Ti eee e e F 


5 2 a 
* * #1 ci 
N 10 M 4 183 fo 


o 


5878 | 74% 


0H 


7 
* 


7 7 1 2 72 1 - N ö 1 * £4 
rr ͤ IC IEG. : ii 
4 3s Join] Abs Nl! 1 9 Ox, 95 £4 i F ae oy * 3 YT "4 : : 
* 14 20 . 2 ns I BS. 1 | | „ 13 
IVO Tg 8 ö 18 


1118 1:51 5 4 bf; {al SET Tant 
vj 


5 
5 10 $4 440 ** 17 
Pn 2e 145 91 26 1 A 
» : 1 2 
. as "+. © + 
” » * * 1 4% 
SA, 4 1 1 - g 
[OR 14 * 94 J 4 : 4 1 8 * 
Fo * po * 
| Tony: 1 
o — 12 © $ . 
F) 
2151 . „„ 2 
M ov Þ; - & tf $4 , . * 18 4 371 
2 4 * 1 * * 5 
; : $83) (547 ES #51 "33 
* N E i * 94 ; . b X * Tx * 1 
2 = p 
221 N A 9 7 7 3 £ x 
* R + > —1 4 . I. = Ir; - 5 1 IF * 
[24 $5 300548 35 5 ane ; 6 f 1 
1 1 "hx 99 F 
- . * - 
1 ' 4-4 J f L l 
- 4 4 4 
\ * 117 , 41 1324 : 
h 54 * + os i 
C- 4 2 
+ on." * 
e 
* 
. 
„ 5 15 i 
* * — w 4 * = & 3,7 
'# x ay 5 . 
* ddd 1 £ 
*. " 
x FE ay ei Fs 
fa 144 118 * 
* "4 42'S: 
6 # 4 A 
* i — 422 £ , 
3 n sn \ 
— . , o # 
- << * F 
* an : 
1 : "+: * 
745 > * © 
2 1 4 by 


| 
| 
| 
| 


| pee 8 FE 


Death, and Immortality. By 


ib ten Ge. 5 : 
* BOOKS pr inted for PETER 1 
Bookielle, in Dae frre Wan 


| D 1174 ton! 
N Enquiry i into the Cane of AE 


ien at bo 
late Increaſe of 

4A. Fobbers, &c. with 
dy this gr 


as or Ren 
Fropo eme 
il. I . reſent neigur 

e 
ce 


555 e 1 


examined. By, A 
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A The 7 90 HEHE 
down and e N 
thro” the ſevel W 2 the Þ 3 any. hn 
nate Bland, fa Lieutenant General of his Majeſty $ 
orces. Pr. d, bound. 


| Exerciſe he the Horſe, Dragoon, and Foot Forces 


in Ireland Pr. 25, 2 d. bound. 


A Select Collection of old Plays, viz. St Patrick for 

Ireland; Fair Em, the Miller's Daughter; the Love 

Sick King; Blurt Maſter r e Acteon | 

Diana; Salmacida 8 s wii ſome en 
84 


the Authors. Pr. 37. 


The Complaint; or, Ni . Thoughts on Life, 

Edward Young, L. L. D. 

__ of the Univer/al Paſſion. Pr. 2 5. 8 4, half. 
und N 


The Tales and Fables of the late Archbiſhop and 


Duke of Cambray, Author of Telemachus. Written 


for the Inſtruction of the Duke of Burgundy, afterwards 


: Dauphin of France, and Father to Lewis XV. To 
which is prefixed, a cutions Relation of the Method 


obſerved in training up the young Prince, even from his 
Infancy, to Virtue and Learning. Prince 8 4. bound. 
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